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THE  GARDEN  AT  MONKHOLME. 

PART    III— Continued. 


—^'  CHAPTEH  VI. 

IN    THE    MOUNTAINS. 

In  the  early  spring  Violet  went  to  Scotland. 
Mr.  Donaldson  lived  in  a  lonely  and  beau- 
tiful spot  among  the  mountains.  Violet  had 
never  been  there  before,  nor  had  she  ever 
seen  Miss  Donaldson  till  she  was  met  by  her 
in  her  own  house.  That  lady  was  a  stiff 
and  angular  old  maid,  with  rather  harsh 
manners  and  a  very  kind  heart.  She  spoke 
with  a  strong  accent,  and  did  not  speak  very 
much  ;  she  had  led  a  quiet  and  narrow  life, 
had  had  little  experience  of  human  nature, 
and  no  experience  at  all  of  fashionable 
society.  Violet's  lot  seemed  cast  for  the 
present  among  people  whose  ways  were  not 
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her  own,  and  to  whom  her  pleasant  graceful 
manners  were  a  badge  of  frivolous  disposition 
and  habits.  She  would  have  liked  the  people 
herself,  if  they  had  allowed  her,  for  her 
sincerity  and  earnestness  were  stronger  than 
her  accidental  love  of  elegance  and  beauty ; 
she  was  much  more  conscious  of  the  great 
ties  of  human  sympathy  than  the  differences 
in  manner  and  mode  of  life  which  separated 
her  from  them.  Her  own  mother  and  Red- 
fern's  had  persisted  in  mistaking  her  refine- 
ment for  luxuriousness,  and  Redfern  himself 
had  a  sense  of  incongruity  in  making  a  young 
lady  so  suited  for  social  life  into  his  own  wife. 
Miss  Donaldson,  however,  did  not  mis- 
judge Violet;  she  thought  her  a  bonny  lass, 
and  liked  her  pretty  ways.  Her  own  manners 
were  stiff  and  prim ;  but  she  admired  Violet's 
all  the  more  for  that,  and,  like  her  brother, 
could  see  the  simplicity  and  tenderness  of 
Violet's  nature  shining  through  her  eyes  ;  so 
she  did  not  mistake  her  ease  for  condescensioUj 
or  her  polish  for  affectation.  For  all  that, 
Miss  Donaldson  was  not  the  sort  of  woman 
Violet  could  make  into  an  intimate  friend ; 
she  understood  too  little  of  the  ways  of  the 
world  to  have  any  counsel  to  give,  and  she 
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could  not  have  comprehended  at  all  the  small 
difficulties  of  Violet's  position. 

So,  though  Violet  was  with  faithful  friends 
whom  she  liked  and  respected,  she  was  still 
as  absolutely  alone,  as  regards  confidential 
intercourse  and  personal  talk,  as  she  had 
been  since  her  grandfather's  death.  She 
could  have  wished  sometimes  that  Alfred 
had  been  her  own  brother  instead  of  a  cousin, 
for  she  had  no  tenderness  left  to  her  that 
was  not  a  little  linked  with  anxiety. 

Violet  did  not  see  a  great  deal  of  the 
people  she  stayed  with ;  they  had  their  own 
usual  occupations,  and  left  her  to  follow  hers. 
She  took  her  maid  with  her,  and  had  rooms 
of  her  o^m,  where  she  could  remain  as  much 
as  she  liked  :  altogether  she  was  treated  like 
a  person  of  importance,  an  heiress  with 
rights  of  her  own. 

Redfern  went  over  to  see  her.  He  did  not^ 
arrive  there  in  a  very  happy  state  of  mind ; 
his  mother  had  taken  an  anxious  tone  of 
late,  and  was  always  suggesting  that  he  had 
better  look  after  Violet,  or  she  and  her 
fortune  might  slip  through  his  fingers. 

"  I  wish  her  fortune  could,  somehow,"  he 
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answered  crossly  ;  ^*  I  hear  about  it  on  every 
side,  as  if  I  were  marrying  her  money  and 
not  herself.      I  hate  her  money." 

He  felt  a  little  remorseful  even  in  wishing 
so,  because  he  had  nothing  to  give  her  in 
return  for  what  he  would  like  her  to  lose. 

Violet  received  him  with  such  bright 
happiness,  however,  that  he  thawed  into 
enjoyment  himself;  they  went  a  long  and 
deliofhtful  walk,  and  came  back  with  no 
thought  in  their  minds  but  the  delicious  one 
that  very  soon  they  would  be  really  married 
and  always  together.  Violet  was  happy 
enough  to  tease  him  as  she  had  not  done 
since  Mr.  Hilborough  died,  and  he  was  too 
happy  to  think  of  anything  but  the  satisfac- 
tion of  her  presence. 

^'  You  do  wear  such  ridiculously  ugly 
gloves,"  said  Violet,  pretending  to  scold  him 
as  they  stood  together  in  the  hall  after 
coming  in. 

"  You  shall  choose  all  the  gloves  I  wear 
after  two  months  have  gone,"  said  Redfern, 
looking  at  her  with  smiling  eyes. 

^'  What  a  trouble  !  you  are  not  worth  it," 
she  retorted. 
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''You  are  a  deceitful  young  person,"  he 
answered,  keeping  his  hands  on  her  shoulders, 
and  looking  into  her  face ;  ^'  you  know  you 
think  I  am  worth  any  amount  of  trouble." 

''  Then  I  am  very  silly." 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you ;  but  don't  stop 
being  so  just  at  this  minute,  if  you  can  help 
it." 

''  When  may  I  stop  ?" 

''  I  don't  know.  When  I  am  gone  back, 
if  you  like,"  he  said,  letting  his  hands  fall, 
and,  with  a  sudden  change  in  his  face,  '^  then 
you  can  write  and  not  speak  it ;  at  any  rate, 
not  now,  when  I  am  here." 

*''  Redfern,  what  do  you  mean  T  she  asked 
anxiously,  putting  a  hand  on  his  appealingly 
as  he  turned  away. 

"  Only  this,"  he  answered,  clasping  both 
his  hands  over  hers,  and  turning  to  look  at 
her  sadly,  "  I  love  you  so  very  much,  dear, 
that  I  sometimes  wish  with  all  my  heart  you 
would  never  marry  me." 

"  You  don't  love  me  enough,"  she  replied, 
in  a  low  tone  of  vehemence,  '*  or  you  never 
would  wish  such  a  cruel  thing." 

*'  Perhaps  not ;  I  don't  know.  I  only  know 
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that  I  am  going  through  a  few  things  I  hate 
for  the  love  of  you.  Mr.  Donaldson  is  wait- 
ing for  me  in  that  room  at  this  moment  to 
talk  about  what  had  better  be  done  with 
money  I  don't  want  to  have." 

'^  Money  has  nothing  to  do  with  it,"  said 
Violet  impatiently. 

"  *'  Not  to  you.  You  have  not  my  crooked 
mind,  and  I  have  not  your  patience  and 
kindness.  It  is  a  pity  you  did  not  bestow 
such  good  things  on  some  one  who  could 
appreciate  them  better." 

'^  Nobody  ever  said  such  cruel  things  to 
me  as  you  do,"  said  Violet  passionately, 
taking  her  hand  away  and  turning  from 
him. 

"  I  know  it's  true,"  he  answered  with  bit- 
terness, "it  is  my  way  of  loving  ;  I  told  you 
so  at  the  beginning." 

He  marched  away  gloomily  to  the  library, 
and  Violet  went  slowly  upstairs  without 
looking  round ;  her  heart  was  very  sore ; 
she  longed  so  much  to  go  back  and  speak, 
or  hear  some  kinder  word  before  she  went 
to  her  own  room.  She  knew  she  had  sent 
him  to  have  an  interview  he  disliked  with 
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nothing  but  weariness  and  bitterness  in  his 
mind ;  but  she  had  to  go  on,  and  after  a  hard 
struggle  in  her  own  mind,  as  she  stepped 
with  bent  head  up  the  last  stairs,  she  com- 
forted herself  with  the  old  thought,  ^'  We  do 
love  each  other,  and  so  I  need  not  mind." 

Redfern  had  a  long  talk  with  Mr.  Donald- 
son ;  he  went  to  the  drawing-room  afterwards, 
looking  tired  and  depressed.  Violet  just 
smiled  at  him  as  he  sat  down  by  her  silently, 
and  then  she  went  on  with  her  needle-work. 
Miss  Donaldson  was  in  the  room  working 
also  ;  silence  was  the  common  entertainment 
in  that  household,  and  it  was  not  considered 
remarkable  that  nobody  spoke. 

Redfern  sat  watchinof  Violet  till  his  face 
cleared  a  little ;  he  put  out  his  hand  to 
examine  her  needle -work,  about  which  he 
really  cared  nothing,  and  then  she  looked  up 
and  smiled  again,  more  happily  than  before. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  was  rude  to  you  just  now," 
he  said,  in  a  low  voice. 

'^  It  does  not  matter,'*  she  answered,  with 
flushing  cheeks,  "  you  have  a  right  to  be 
rude  to  me  if  you  like." 

He  uttered  an  impatient  exclamation,  got 


8  THE  GARDEN  AT  MONKHOLME. 

up,  and  walked  away.  Violet's  humility 
irritated  him  sometimes ;  it  left  him  no 
choice  but  to  be  disgusted  with  himself. 
He  made  no  more  attempts  at  an  explana- 
tion; he  talked  instead  to  Mr.  Donaldson 
when  that  gentleman  came  in;  but  when 
Violet  looked  at  him  stealthily,  she  saw  that 
expression  of  dissatisfaction  on  his  face  that 
she  knew  so  well.  She  sat  quietly  working, 
feeling  secretly  miserable,  but  showing  no 
outward  signs  of  it. 

Her  eyes  met  his  timidly  when  they  said 
good-night ;  she  did  not  want  to  vex  him  by 
any  appeal — she  knew  she  had  only  to  wait 
and  he  would  appeal  to  her. 

*'  Good-night,"  he  said,  his  eyes  just  meet- 
ing hers  for  a  second,  without  any  lingering 
glance  ;  his  voice  was  as  depressed  as  his  look. 
He  touched  her  hand  loosely,  and  let  it  go ; 
so  she  went  upstairs  without  another  word. 

In  the  morning,  when  he  came  downstairs, 
she  saw  that  he  was  still  absorbed  in  un- 
pleasant ideas  that  he  could  not  get  rid  of; 
he  was  struggling  secretly  against  an  incli- 
nation to  feel  unjustly  towards  others  as  well 
as   himself.     His  eye  could   not  meet  hers 
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frankly,  because  of  the  consciousness  of 
estranging  thoughts  ;  he  was  very  attentive 
and  polite,  but  he  talked  with  an  effort. 

In  the  course  of  the  morning  all  the  family 
went  out  together ;  they  took  a  wild  and 
beautiful  road  through  a  mountain  pass. 
Mr.  and  Miss  Donaldson  went  on  in  front 
after  a  short  time,  and  Violet  was  left  walk- 
ings with  Redfern  beside  her.  He  did  not 
attempt  to  talk,  and  when  she  glanced  at  him, 
she  saw  that  he  had  a  worried  and  disgusted 
look,  as  if  he  felt  bound  down  by  chains  that 
ofalled  him,  and  was  endeavourinof  not  to 
break  out  against  them. 

She  did  not  know  what  to  do ;  she  could 
not  bear  to  feel  herself  so  separated  in  heart 
from  him,  yet  she  was  afraid  of  vexing  him 
by  any  speech.  She  waited  for  a  minute, 
then  she  put  her  hand  within  his  arm  with- 
out a  word,  and  went  on  silently. 

''  You  had  better  not,"  he  said  drily,  with 
a  quick  glance  at  her ;  "  I'm  in  a  dangerous 
temper  this  morning." 

^'  I  don't  care,"  she  replied,  her  eyes  meet- 
ing his  without  dismay ;  ''  I  Hke  you  in  any 
temper." 
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'^  I  wonder  if  you  always  will,"  he  an- 
swered abruptly. 

She  knew  that  he  was  softened  already, 
though  he  was  not  willing  to  own  it  to  him- 
self or  to  her,  and  she  went  on  with  the  glow 
of  happiness  stealing  through  her  that  she 
always  felt  when  Redfern's  love  for  her  over- 
came his  impatient  temper. 

"  Was  the  talk  about  money  very  dis- 
agreeable ?"  she  asked  gently,  after  a  little. 

^'Kather — I  don't  know,"  he  replied  ab- 
sently ;  ''I  wonder,"  he  added  grimly,  ''  if 
the  footman  is  to  wait  on  me  as  well  as  you, 
and  if  I  am  expected  to  drive  about  in  your 
carriage.  It  wants  re-painting,  Mr.  Donald- 
son says.  Don't  you  think  I  want  repainting 
too,  to  match  ?" 

''  You  might  do  with  a  new  coat,"  Violet 
replied  wickedly,  smiling  with  a  side  glance 
at  him. 

''  I  am  afraid  I  am  too  rusty  altogether  to 
suit  your  fine  establishment.  Had  you  not 
better  advertise  for  some  one  more  fit  to  be- 
long to  it  ?  ^  Wanted,  a  handsome  husband, 
with  elegant  manners,  to  match  other  goods.'  " 

"  If  you  like,"  she  said  demurely. 
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"  No,  that's  as  you  like,"  he  answered, 
rather  impatiently  ;  "  you  are  quite  free  to 
please  yourself.  Don't  be  afraid  that  I  shall 
interfere." 

Violet  was  wounded  again  ;  she  went  on 
without  answering,  and  with  difficulty  re- 
sisted the  impulse  to  withdraw  her  hand. 
Redfern  knew  he  was  trying  her  patience, 
and  that  knowledge  tried  his  own  still  more, 
so  he  said  nothing  else,  and  when  they 
reached  the  top  of  the  pass,  where  the 
others  were  waiting  for  them,  Violet  quietly 
drew  back  and  left  him  alone. 

There  was  a  little  inn  by  the  wayside 
there ;  both  ways  there  was  a  view  down 
the  steep  descent  into  a  valley  below  ;  there 
was  the  glimpse  of  a  cold  gray  lake  far  down 
in  the  distance,  and  the  brown  mountain  sides 
rose  before  and  behind,  the  sheep  and  the 
loose  stones  looking  like  tiny  gray  specks 
upon  them. 

In  front  of  the  inn  a  carriaofe  was  stand- 
ing,  a  lady  and  two  children  were  sitting  in 
it ;  the  gentleman  of  the  party  had  gone  into 
the  inn,  the  driver  had  dismounted,  and  was 
getting  food  for  the  horses. 
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Redfern  went  forward  to  speak  to  Mr. 
and  Miss  Donaldson  ;  Violet  saw  him 
address  them  in  the  patient,  absent  manner 
he  used  to  strangers  when  he  was  most 
vexed.  She  herself  went  back,  as  if  to  look 
at  some  flowers  by  the  wayside  ;  she  did  not 
feel  inclined  to  talk  about  the  scenery  just 
then. 

On   the    opposite    side    of    the   road    the 
precipice   rose    very   steeply   from   it ;  great 
stones  rolled  down  the   hillsides   in  winter, 
and  blocked  up  the  way,  which  continually 
needed  clearing  and  mending.      The  recent 
rains  had  probably  worn  and  loosened  some 
of  the   rocks  above,    for   as   the  group   still 
stood   talking   by  the  inn-door,   and   as  the 
carriage   waited    near    them,    a   large   stone 
came  rolling  down  the  hillside,  bounded  into 
the  road,  and  struck  the  leg  of  one  of  the 
horses.      The  animal  reared  in  terror,  then 
started  wildly  forward  to  rush  down  the  steep 
and  difficult  descent  into  the  valley  before  it. 

Yiolet  heard  it  and  looked  round ;  the 
lady  screamed ;  there  was  a  rush  forwards 
to  help,  but  E-edfern,  with  that  calm- 
ness  that    seemed    to   arise   more   in  indif- 
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ference  than  courage,  had  sprung  forward 
first  in  front  of  the  horses'  heads,  and  seized 
the  reins.  He  was  not  accustomed  to 
manaore  horses,  and  both  the  animals  were 
wildly  frightened ;  in  a  moment  he  was 
knocked  down  on  the  ground  among  the 
prancing  feet.  For  one  second  every  one 
thought  he  must  be  killed  ;  he  believed  it 
himself,  and  so  did  Yiolet ;  one  blow  from 
those  plunging  hoofs  would  have  ended  it  all. 
In  that  second  the  thought  in  the  minds  of 
all  was  not  of  Redfern,  but  of  Violet — they 
understood  that  she  loved  him  more  than  he 
loved  himself — but  no  one  looked  round  at 
her,  as  she  stood  behind  them  all,  with 
clasped  hands  and  a  pale  face,  uttering  no 
cry.  The  fear  only  lasted  for  a  moment ; 
Mr.  Donaldson  had  run  forward  then  and 
held  the  horses  in,  and  some  one  else  put 
out  a  hand  and  helped  Kedfern  to  rise  un- 
hurt. 

By  that  time  a  group  had  collected  ;  the 
people  from  the  inn  had  come  out,  the  groom 
was  holding  the  horses  ;  the  gentleman  was 
lifting^  out  the  friorhtened  children.  Redfern 
spoke  to  no  one,  and  looked  at  no  one ;  he 
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did  not  even  stop  to  thank  those  who  had 
helped  him  ;  his  eyes  at  once  sought  Violet, 
where  she  waited  trembling  and  alone,  and 
he  made  his  way  silently  through  the  crowd, 
with  an  expression  in  his  face  that  had  never 
been  there  before. 

Nobody  had  ever  known  Redfern  Hil- 
borough  to  be  afraid  of  anything,  but  in  that 
moment  when  he  had  expected  the  horses, 
hoofs  to  strike  him,  he  had  realized  a  new 
sensation,  he  had  understood  for  the  first 
time  how  much  dearer  Violet  had  made  his 
life  to  him  than  it  had  used  to  be. 

He  Avent  to  her  where  she  stood  alone  ; 
there  was  a  look  of  aw^e  as  well  as  tenderness 
in  his  eyes,  and  they  met  hers  solemnly,  as  if 
after  a  long  parting. 

She  clasped  her  two  hands  over  his  arm, 
and  bent  her  head  over  them. 

''  Oh,  my  darling  !"  she  said,  with  a  low 
sob,  and  she  leaned  trembling  against  him. 

^'  There  is  nothing  to  mind  about,"  he 
answered  ;  but  his  voice  was  very  low ;  he 
glanced  round  at  the  others,  who  were  all 
busy  about  the  carriage,  then  he  stooped  to 
kiss  her  very  tenderly,  and  to  say :  "  I   am 
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more  glad  than  I  can  tell  you  to  come  back 
to  you  again." 

There  was  no  more  talking  of  what  had 
happened.  Violet  walked  home  with  her 
hand  in  Redfern's  arm,  and  they  did  not 
speak  much.  One  of  those  awakenings  had 
come  to  them  which  are  sometimes  granted 
to  us  to  remind  us  of  the  lasting  and  solemn 
truths  we  are  losing  sight  of  amid  the  small 
accidents  and  fancies  of  the  moment. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

AND    I,    TOO,    CRIED,    ''  THIS     QUEST     IS     NOT     FOR 
THEE." 

Early  in  April  it  was  Violet's  twenty-first 
birthday ;  she  was  to  spend  it  in  Scotland. 
If  her  grandfather  had  been  alive,  there 
would  have  been  great  festivities  at  Monk- 
holme  ;  now  there  would  be  nothing  of  the 
sort.  Redfern  would  come  over,  and  Mr. 
Donaldson  asked  if  she  would  care  to  have 
any  other  visitors. 

Violet  thought  of  Alfred  ;  she  had  seen  so 
little  of  him  for  a  long  time,  that  the  idea  of 
his  coming  seemed  to  bring  a  return  of  old 
days.  She  suggested  to  Redfern  that  he 
might  be  asked  to  come  for  her  birthday,  and 
Redfern  quite  understood  her  wish  and  sym- 
pathized with  it. 
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Since  Red  fern  and  Alfred  had  met  again 
at  Mr.  Hilborough's  funeral,  they  had  seen  a 
great  deal  of  each  other,  and  formed  a  closer 
liking  than  ever  before.  Eedfern  could  afford 
to  feel  friendly,  having  got  all  that  Alfred 
would  have  liked — he  had  also  been  pleased 
with  the  manly  way  in  which  Alfred  had 
borne  his  disappointment ;  and  Alfred  him- 
self, now  that  he  was  separated  from  Violet, 
was  all  the  more  interested  in  Red  fern,  who 
was  now  so  closely  connected  with  her. 
They  had  exchanged  visits,  and  had  planned 
a  walking  tour  in  Scotland  together  for  the 
middle  of  April.  It  was  therefore  convenient 
for  them  to  meet  at  Mr.  Donaldson's,  and 
make  that  their  starting-place.  When  Alfred 
was  invited,  it  seemed  only  natural  to  invite 
Gerald  too,  so  it  was  arranged  that  the  three 
cousins  should  all  be  at  Mr.  Donaldson's  for 
Violet's  coming  of  age.  There  was  a  certain 
fitness  in  the  plan ;  they  had  all  been  per- 
mitted to  enter  the  lists  together,  and  though 
the  prize  had  been  long  since  awarded,  it  was 
a  suitable  close  to  their  intercourse  to  have 
this  final  meeting  before  it  was  quite  given 
away. 

VOL.  III.  3  8 
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No  one  cared  for  Gerald's  visit;  there  was 
the  "  he  might  as  well  come  "  sort  of  feeling 
about  it  which  is  the  reason  for  half  the  in- 
vitations given ;  but  Violet  was  glad  to  have 
a  chance  of  seeing  Alfred  once  more  before 
she  was  married,  and  Kedfern  liked  to  think 
that  they  would  all  have  an  amicable  meeting 
before  the  strangeness  of  new  ties  was  entered 
into.  It  is  pleasant  to  close  old  relations 
in  a  friendly  manner  before  beginning  new 
ones. 

The  wedding  was  to  take  place  in  May  ; 
the  day  had  not  yet  been  fixed — that  last 
decision  was  to  be  made  when  Kedfern  went 
over  for  Violet's  birthday. 

^'  It  is  quite  time  it  was  made,  too,"  ob- 
served Redfern's  mother.  ''  I  should  not 
wonder  if  she  tried  to  get  out  of  the 
arrangement  now  Mr.  Hilborough  is  dead." 

"  She  is  quite  welcome  to  get  out  of  the 
arrangement  if  she  wishes  it,"  replied  Ked- 
fern. 

"  That  is  just  like  you  ;  you  never  know 
your  own  interest  ;  you  don't  see  that  she 
can  please  herself  now — the  money  is  hers,  all 
the  same,  if  she  marries  you  or  that  Alfred. 
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I  can't  see  why  you  let  it  be  settled  so.  I 
am  sure  you  might  have  managed  differently, 
such  a  favourite  as  you  were  with  your 
uncle." 

'^  I  did  not  care  to  have  it  any  other  way." 

'*  I  am  sure  there  might  at  least  have  been 
a  condition,  so  that  she  could  not  get  out  of 
it  so  easily,  though  I  consider  it  ought  to 
have  been  left  to  you — ^you  are  the  next  heir, 
and  it  is  only  what  everybody  expected  ;  she 
ought  to  have  been  glad  enough  to  get  it  by 
marrying  you." 

*'  But  then  I  did  not  want  it." 

*'  And  I  think  it  is  very  wrong  of  you 
to  say  so,"  replied  Mrs.  Hilborough,  rather 
hotly  ;  "  if  you  don't  care  about  yourself,  you 
might  care  about  your  mother  and  your  poor 
sisters.  It  does  not  matter  to  you,  I  suppose, 
what  becomes  of  those  children,  so  long  as 
you  have  your  own  fancies." 

"  You  are  provided  for  in  any  case,"  Red- 
fern  reminded  her. 

"  I  dare  say,"  replied  Mrs.  Hilborough 
plaintively ;  "a  paltry  two  hundred  a  year, 
and  those  children  to  bring  up,  and  that 
delicate  boy,  too.     I'm  sure  you   need    not 
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grudge  such  a  little  sum  to  me — I  have 
worked  hard  enough  for  you  in  my  time." 

'^  I  don't  grudge  it/'  said  Redfern,  goaded 
to  impatience. 

"You'll  have  plenty  yourself,"  continued 
his  mother,  in  an  afflicted  tone,  '*  and  so  will 
that  proud  Violet ;  she  will  have  her  carriage, 
I  suppose,  but  two  hundred  will  be  quite 
enough  for  us,  quite  enough.  Though  how 
those  poor  little  girls  are  to  have  new  frocks 
out  of  it,  I  don't  know.  I  did  think,  when 
you  were  going  to  marry  Violet,  that  I  need 
not  stint  them  in  clothes  so  much,"  and  Mrs. 
Hilborough's  complaints  subsided  into  tears. 

'^  I  know,  mother,  that  you  have  had  a 
very  hard  life,"  replied  Redfern  quickly. 
"  I'll  contrive  to  let  you  have  some  more 
money  if  you  want  it,  but  don't  talk  about 
Violet's  money  ;  it  is  not  ours  at  all." 

"  It  will  be^yours,  unless  you  choose  to  let 
her  throw  you  over ;  she'll  be  ready  enough 
to  do  that  if  you  give  her  a  chance.  I 
believe  she  always  liked  that  Alfred  best — 
he  knew  how  to  make  himself  pleasant  to 
people  ;  now  Mr.  Hilborough  is  not  here  to 
see  that  she  marries  you,  I  should  not  wonder 
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if  she  gives  you  up  for  him  after  all.  I  can't 
understand  what  made  you  be  so  mad  as  to 
let  Alfred  be  invited  to  Scotland.  What 
does  she  want  with  anybody  but  you  ?" 

'^  If  I  believed  she  liked  Alfred  better 
than  me,  I  should  give  her  up  to-morrow — 
I  know  she  doesn't ;  but  at  any  rate,  if  she 
would  like  to  be  free,  as  you  all  of  you  seem 
to  think  she  would,  I  will  give  her  the 
chance." 

"  What  do  you  mean  1"  said  Mrs.  Hil- 
borough  aghast,  her  flow  of  eloquence 
stopped  at  once. 

'^  I'm  going  to  Scotland  next  week,  either 
to  fix  our  wedding-day  or  to  break  off  the 
eno^ao^ement.  I'll  do  whichever  she  likes 
best ;  I  have  been  making  up  my  mind  for 
some  time  that  it  would  be  right  at  any  rate 
to  offer  her  the  chance  of  freedom  before  it  is 
too  late,  and  now  you  have  convinced  me 
that  I  ought  to  do  it." 

Kedfern  spoke  in  a  tone  of  hard  decision. 

''  I  thought  you  said  she  liked  you  really," 
objected  Mrs.  Hilborough,  in  real  distress. 

"  So  she  does  ;  but  she  knows  my  faults 
now  better  than  she  did  when  she  promised 
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to  marry  me,  and  she  is  so  generous  that  she 
would  never  utter  a  regret.  At  any  rate,  no 
one  shall  say  I  sacrificed  her  to  her  grand- 
father's wish,  or  even  to  her  own  promise. 
It  is  only  right  that  she  should  have  a  chance 
of  freedom  now  she  knows  better  what  sort 
of  a  person  I  am  to  get  on  with,  and  she  shall 
have  it." 

^^  But  you  have  always  been  good  to  her, 
have  you  not  ?"  asked  his  mother  in  a 
frightened  tone,  "  and  I  thought  she  was 
so  fond  of  you  ?" 

^'  You  know  I  am  of  a  sweet  temper, 
mother,"  answered  Redfern,  with  an  un- 
pleasant laugh,  "  and  I  have  given  her 
more  than  one  proof  of  it." 

^^  You  are  a  better  young  man  than  any 
other  she  is  likely  to  find/'  replied  Mrs. 
Hilborough  quickly. 

''  Do  you  think  so  '?"  responded  Redfern. 

Mrs.  Hilborough  went  on  with  her  work 
silently  for  a  little  time  ;  she  was  too  much 
scared  to  grumble  any  more,  for  she  was 
always  afraid  of  her  son  when  he  had  ex- 
pressed any  strong  determination.  At  last 
she  stopped  and  looked  at  him  doubtfully. 
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"  I  am  afraid  she  liked  that  Alfred  best ; 
she  has  known  him  so  long,  and  she  has  not 
seemed  in  a  hurry  to  marry  you." 

"  She  has  behaved  unselfishly  in  that  as 
in  everything  else,"  replied  Redfern,  without 
looking  up. 

"  It  is  easy  to  be  unselfish  when  one  has 
everything  one  wants,"  said  Mrs.  Hilborough 
querulously.  After  a  few  minutes  she  re- 
sumed, in  an  anxious  tone,  "  Don't  give  her 
the  chance,  Redfern  ;  I  am  afraid  she  wdll 
take  it." 

"  Then  she  shall,"  replied  Redfern  quietly  ; 
^^  but,"  he  added,  half  smihng  at  his  mother, 
''  I  don't  think  she  will." 

He  said  no  more.  Mrs.  Hilborough  kept 
glancing  at  him  as  she  sewed,  and  saw  a 
grave  and  uneasy  expression  on  his  face ;  she 
did  not  dare  to  say  any  more  to  him,  but 
when  she  rose  and  had  folded  up  her  work, 
she  went  to  him  rather  nervously  and  put 
her  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

^^  If  she  does  throw  you  over,  Redfern,  it 
will  be  because  she  does  not  know  what  you 
are  worth,"  she  said. 

Redfern  threw  his  head  back  and  looked 
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up  at  her  with  a  sad  and  weary  expres- 
sion. 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?"  he  observed  drearily. 

"  Yes.  There  is  some  one  who-  knows 
what  you  are,  my  boy,  if  that  silly  girl  does 
not." 

She  stooped  and  kissed  his  forehead  awk- 
wardly and  timidly,  for  caresses  had  long 
ceased  to  be  ordinary  things  from  her. 

"  Thank  you,  mother,"  said  Redfern, 
gravely  raising  his  head  again ;  then  he 
added,  with  a  smile,  ^'  but  she  is  not  a  silly 
girl." 

"  She  will  be,  if  she  does  not  marry  you," 
replied  Mrs.  Hilborough  as  she  left  the  room. 

She  went  upstairs,  first  to  grumble  at  the 
other  children  and  scold  the  servant  un- 
reasonably, next  to  cry  privately  over  the 
disappointment  she  feared  for  "  her  boy." 
It  was  long  since  she  had  cried  before  for 
any  loss  of  his.  If  nobody  else  would  be 
good  to  him,  her  turn  had  come  again. 

But  Kedfern  had  sat  silently  meditating 
where  she  had  left  him  ;  he  had  put  his  head 
down  on  his  arm  as  it  lay  on  the  table.  He 
tried  to  realize  to  himself  that  if  he  made 
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Violet  an  offer  of  freedom,  it  might  be  taken, 
but  it  was  difficult  for  him  to  comprehend 
that  prospect. 

Ever  since  he  had  so  narrowly  escaped  on 
the  mountain  road  in  Scotland,  the  thought 
had  occurred  to  him  again  and  again,  ''  Would 
it  not  have  been  better  for  Violet  if  I  had 
not  escaped  then  ?" 

He  could  not  answer  it  negatively,  and  he 
dared  not  answer  it  affirmatively.  She  would 
have  grieved  for  him  passionately,  he  did  not 
doubt,  but  afterwards  her  cheerful  nature 
would  have  recovered  its  buoyant  tone,  she 
would  for  ever  have  been  free  from  an  affec- 
tion which  brought  her  so  much  trial  and 
disappointment,  she  would  have  learnt  to 
care  for  some  one  else. 

He  knew  that  even  in  her  own  heart  she 
had  never  regretted  her  choice  of  him,  but 
that  was  because  of  the  loyalty  and  constancy 
of  her  nature  ;  the  fact  remained  that  her 
engagement  to  him  had  brought  at  least  as 
much  anxiety  and  vexation  as  it  had  given 
her  pleasure,  and  that  her  marriage  to  him 
would  bring  her  more  than  ever  into  a  life  of 
renunciation  and  unsatisfaction  ;  the  more  she 
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loved  him,  the  more  she  must  be  wounded 
and  disappointed  by  his  constant  failure  to 
be  what  he  would  have  chosen.  Would  not 
a  little  sharp  pain  be  better  for  her  in  the 
end  than  years  of  patient  endurance  and  of 
forgiving  and  sacrificing  affection  ?  He  dared 
not  say  that  it  would  not  be. 

Ever  since  Mr.  Hilborough  died,  the  fact 
that  Violet  was  being  sacrificed  in  marrying 
him  had  been  forcing  itself  more  and  more 
strongly  on  his  mind.  Every  one  except 
herself  saw  that  she  was  choosing  a  lot 
where  she  gave  all  and  took  nothing  in 
return.  Her  friends  regretted  her  engage- 
ment as  a  misfortune,  they  saw  distinctly 
that  her  real  welfare  must  be  found  in 
another  path  of  life  from  his,  and  Redfern's 
own  mother  perceived  that  it  would  be  to 
Violet's  advantage  to  discard  him,  and  take 
a  more  agreeable  husband  in  his  stead. 
Redfern  himself  felt  hopeless  of  giving  her 
all  she  ought  to  have.  He  had  realized  with 
horror  as  he  lay  on  the  ground  among  the 
horses'  feet  and  expected  instant  death,  that 
his  last  words  to  Violet  had  been  unkind, 
that  he  had  received  her  tenderness  coldly, 
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and  even  rejected  her  forgiveness  harshly ; 
that  he  had  been  on  the  point  of  quarrelling 
with  her  who  had  never  given  anything  to 
him  but  sweetness  and  patience. 

Yes,  she  would  be  best  free;  they  had  been 
engaged  for  a  year  now,  and  she  must  under- 
stand how  httle  satisfaction  could  be  ob- 
tained from  his  affection ;  he  could  not  keep 
her  tied  down  to  an  old  contract  because  she 
was  too  loyal  to  wish  it  broken.  She  should 
have  a  chance  of  freedom,  and  take  it  if  she 
chose ;  if  not — well,  then  they  would  be 
married  very  soon  ;  he  was  tired  of  vexation 
and  suspense,  he  was  in  a  hurry  to  have 
everything  settled,  he  was  sick  of  waiting 
and  of  absence,  he  felt  eager  to  get  into  that 
new  life  from  which  there  would  be  no  turn- 
ing back,  the  region  that  lay  beyond  doubt 
and  beyond  choice.  Life  would  seem  easier  to 
him  and  more  free  from  self-reproach  when 
once  she  was  his  wife,  when  their  lives  were 
linked  too  closely  together  for  any  person  or 
circumstance  to  come  between,  when  he  could 
accept  her  as  his  own,  knowing  that  it  was 
too  late  to  offer  to  let  her  go,  and  when  he 
could  ask  her  to  forgive  him  and  to  love  him 
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through  everything.  Then  indeed  her  good- 
ness, which  he  felt  now  as  a  debt  which  he 
never  could  repay,  and  her  tenderness,  which 
seemed  always  like  a  reproof  to  his  own  un- 
reasonableness, would  be  only  a  help  and 
comfort  to  him  ;  they  would  no  longer  appeal 
to  his  generosity  against  hers. 

He  must  make  his  offer,  however,  with  a 
mind  prepared  for  having  it  accepted  if  she 
so  chose  ;  the  future  was  a  kind  of  blank  to 
him  with  such  an  idea  in  the  present.  Violet 
was  the  sunshine,  the  fresh  air  of  his  life,  the 
appeal  to  his  better  nature,  the  suggestion  of 
happier  things,  the  assurance  of  hope  and  of 
a  higher  life  than  he  always  perceived  ;  with- 
out her  he  could  imagine  no  existence  worth 
dreaming  of ;  he  thought  with  horror  of  the 
possibility  of  falling  back  for  ever  into  the 
old  hard  unsympathetic  life  he  lead  at  home. 
When  he  raised  his  head  and  went  away,  the 
expression  of  his  face  was  not  exactly  de- 
sponding ;  it  had  that  sad  couragQ  of  one 
who  is  resolved  to  accept  loss,  and  so  remains 
conqueror  even  of  failure  and  defeat.  Mrs. 
Hilborough  saw  that  he  adhered  to  his  re- 
solution.    She  said  nothing  more  about  it, 
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she  ceased  to  grumble  at  him,  she  ironed  his 
shirts  with  extraordinary  care,  and  looked 
after  his  clean  boots  with  unusual  solicitude  ; 
any  peculiar  tenderness  she  felt  for  him  at 
this  period  she  put  into  the  cooking  of  his 
chop  and  the  packing  of  his  portmanteau 
when  he  went  away  ;  for  the  rest,  she  con- 
tented herself  with  scolding  the  children  un- 
reasonably and  crying  privately  in  her  own 
room.     . 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

UNDER     THE     FIR-TREES. 

It  was  bright  spring  weather.  The  mists 
and  rains  of  winter  had  rolled  themselves 
away  in  white  snowy  clouds  over  the  blue 
sky.  There  was  a  richness  of  wakening  life 
throughout  the  earth,  the  streams  were  full 
of  water,  noisy  and  strong  in  their  spring 
rapidity,  rushing  over  obstacles,  foaming 
among  stones,  swirling  in  long  rippling 
circles  over  the  green  bent  grass,  where 
their  banks  were  low  and  flat.  The  birds 
were  singing  with  happy  loudness,  all  the 
hills  had  broken  a  way  for  themselves  out 
of  the  clinging  mists,  and  came  out  grand 
and  large  with  freshened  colours  against  the 
sky. 

It  was  only  two  days  before  Violet's  birth- 
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day  ;  she  was  walking  in  the  garden  with 
Redfern — not  in  her  own  garden  at  Monk- 
holme,  but  in  Mr.  Donaldson's  in  Scotland. 
All  about  them  the  hills  rose  in  larger  and 
grander  forms  than  those  around  her  own 
home,  but  there  was  not  the  same  serene  air 
of  beauty  and  domesticity  ;  the  worn  old 
steps,  the  mossy  pillars,  the  sleepy  pond  with 
the  lazy  lilies  lying  on  it,  were  not  there,  nor 
the  church  tower  in  the  distance,  nor  the 
sound  of  the  stream  going  down  through 
meadows.  Redfern  was  there,  however,  and 
that  was  the  principal  thing.  Alfred  had 
arrived,  and  so  had  Gerald.  Violet  had  met 
Alfred  with  her  hand  on  Redfern's  arm,  and 
had  talked  to  him  from  the  other  side  of 
Redfern.  There  was  a  new  shyness  in  her 
behaviour  to  him  ;  her  eyes  were  interested, 
but  her  manner  was  reserved ;  there  was 
solicitude,  rather  than  frankness,  in  her  kind- 
ness now.  Nevertheless,  she  had  been  very 
much  pleased  to  see  him  again,  and  had  en- 
joyed having  a  long  conversation  with  him. 
Her  face  had  grown  very  bright  and  happy 
as  they  spoke  together  of  old  times,  and  her 
laugh  rang  out  with  such  careless  joyousness, 
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that  Hedfern  looked  at  her  a  little  sadly,  well 
aware  that  her  intercourse  with  him  brought 
no  such  cheerfulness,  such  easeful  delight. 

Violet  treated  Gerald  with  an  added 
measure  of  dignity  now  she  was  soon  to  be 
Redfern's  wife  ;  she  understood  the  import- 
ance reflected  from  him  more  clearly  than 
she  had  perceived  her  own.  Gerald  was  just 
the  same  as  ever ;  he  showed  the  usual 
amount  of  emptiness  and  self-satisfaction  in 
bis  behaviour. 

"  I  must  congratulate  you,  Letty,  on 
coming  of  age^  or  I  suppose  I  must  con- 
gratulate Redfern  instead.  I  never  thought 
you  were  the  lucky  sort  of  fellow  to  come  in 
for  this  kind  of  thing.  Alfred  must  feel  un- 
commonly queer  just  at  present ;  I  wonder  he 
liked  to  show  himself." 

Gerald  had  not  lost  the  faculty  of  saying 
the  wrong  things  and  vexing  everybody. 
He  spoke  to  Kedfern  about  his  engagement 
afterwards. 

"  How  did  it  come  about  ?"  he  asked ;  "  was 
it  the  old  gentleman  or  Let  by  herself  who 
wanted  it  ?  The  old  gentleman,  I  suppose  ; 
it  always  seemed  to  go  for  everything  with 
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him  that  you  were  the  eldest.  I  wonder, 
though,  that  Letty  does  not  try  to  break  it 
off  now  she  can  please  herself.  I  suppose 
you  never  expected  that  sort  of  a  will.  I 
should  look  sharp  and  get  it  ended,  if  I  were 
you,  for  fear  of  her  turning  skittish." 

"  We  have  made  nearly  all  our  arrange- 
ments, thank  you,"  observed  Redfern  gravely, 
^*  and  so  do  not  need  your  advice." 

''  Well,  I  suppose  you  feel  safe,  or  you 
would  never  have  had  Alfred  down  here ;  it 
looks  odd  that  she  should  be  so  glad  to  see 
him,  and  'pon  my  word  I  never  saw  any- 
thing like  the  way  they  talk  to  each  other. 
I  wonder  you  don't  get  frightened  a  httle  ;  I 
should  look  after  her  pretty  well,  if  I  were 
you — it  is  not  too  late  for  her  to  change  her 
mind." 

**  Of  course  not,  if  she  hkes  to  change 
it.", 

"  Ah,  you  don't  feel  afraid  then  ?  Well, 
women  take  odd  notions  sometimes,  and  you 
may  be  right ;  it's  remarkable  what  unlikely 
people  they  choose  to  be  pleased  with  oc- 
casionally. I  should  not  like  to  count  on 
such   out-of-the-way  tastes,  though,  myselfl 
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I  am  very  glad  I  never  went  in  for  Monk- 
holme,  like  you  two." 

Mr.  Donaldson  at  once  took  a  great  liking 
for  Alfred;  Kedfern  s  character  did  not  please 
him  so  well.  With  the  rest  of  the  world,  he 
thought  him  an  odd  young  man,  on  whom  a 
charming  woman  was  obliged  to  throw  her- 
self away ;  he  was,  besides,  quick  to  perceive 
that  the  intercourse  between  Violet  and  Red- 
fern  was  not  always  smooth  and  pleasant ; 
knowing  Violet's  disposition,  he  therefore 
judged  Redfern's  severely. 

Alfred,  on  the  other  hand,  had  a  fine  ap- 
pearance, a  cheerful  tone  of  mind,  pleasant 
manners,  and  an  even  temper.  Violet's  mind 
seemed  at  ease  when  she  was  with  him,  while 
there  always  appeared  to  be  some  anxiety  in 
her  affection  for  Redfern. 

Mr.  Donaldson  had  again  been  compelled 
to  discuss  some  business  matters  with  Red- 
fern  ;  he  found  him,  as  he  thought,  extremely 
unpractical,  and  even  unreasonable.  He  had 
felt  obliged  to  express  his  own  opinion  rather 
strongly. 

Redfern  had  suggested  that  some  expensive 
.  elements  of  the  establishment  at  Monkholme 
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were  really  useless,  as  they  were  only  kept 
up  for  appearance,  and  brought  some  trouble 
but  no  comfort. 

"It  is  what  Miss  Hilborough  has  been 
used  to,  and  what  her  grandfather  would  not 
have  wished  to  see  changed,"  Mr.  Donaldson 
replied. 

*'  Oh,  if  Violet  likes  it,  of  course,  but  I 
don't  imagine  she  does." 

"  She  would  make  no  objection  if  you 
asked  her  to  give  it  up — she  is  not  the  sort 
of  character  to  assert  her  own  wishes  against 
yours ;  I  think  that  on  that  account  you 
ought  to  ask  no  more  sacrifices  from  her  than 
you  can  help." 

The  tone  made  Redfern  look  up. 

"  I  should  not  w^ish  her  to  give  up  any- 
thing she  cared  for  just  to  please  me." 

''You  don't  consider,  then,  that  she  is  giving 
up  anything  already  V  asked  Mr.  Donald- 
son. 

''  I  don't  know — some  things  of  course," 
replied  Redfern,  feeling  undefinably  uncom- 
fortable ;  "  that  can  never  be  helped,  I  sup- 
pose, when  people  marry  ?" 

"  The  sacrifices,  at  any  rate^  need  not  be 
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all  on  one  side,"  remarked  Mr.  Donaldson,  as 
he  rapidly  turned  over  some  papers. 

"  And  you  think  they  are  V  asked  Red- 
fern,  with  more  than  curiosity. 

'^  I  need  not  enter  into  that  point.  The 
one  thing  it  is  any  good  considering  now  is 
whether  you  ought  not  to  ask  as  little  as 
possible  from  Miss  Hilborough.  In  marrying 
you,  she  will  change  her  life  a  good  deal. 
You  dislike  society,  for  instance '?" 

''  Yes,"  said  Red  fern  ;  "  but  that  need  not 
affect  her." 

**  A  wife,  Mr.  Hilborough,  generally 
moulds  her  life  on  her  husband's.  Now 
Miss  Hilborough  enjoys  society  and  is 
suited  for  it." 

*'  Am  I  to  understand,"  asked  Redfern 
slowly,  "that  you  are  proving  me  unfit  to 
marry  Miss  Hilborough  ?" 

''  Not  at  all.  That  question  was  done  with 
long  since.  I  only  want  to  suggest  that  as 
you  give  your  own  society  instead  of  all  other, 
you  ought  to  make  it  as  cheerful  and  agree- 
able as  possible." 

"  I  understand  that ;  and  you  think  I 
don't  ?" 
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"  If  you  would  rather  not  hear  me  say  any 
more,  Mr.  Hilborough,  we  will  return  to 
business ;  we  have  still  a  good  deal  to  talk 
about." 

'*  No,  I  would  rather  hear.     Go  on." 

"  Miss  Hilborough  will  never  speak  for 
herself,  there  is  no  one  else  to  speak  for  her. 
I  have  no  doubt  you  are  an  upright  young 
man,  otherwise  Mr.  Hilborough  would  not 
have  trusted  his  granddaughter  to  you,  but  it 
seems  to  me  that  however  excellent  your  in- 
tentions may  be,  you  make  a  few  mistakes." 

''  No  doubt,"  said  Redfern  ;  "  that  is  quite 
my  habit." 

"  You  have  your  own  peculiar  ideas,  which 
are  all  very  well  and  good  in  their  place,  but 
you  are  wrong  to  force  them  on  a  young  lady 
brought  up  as  Miss  Hilborough  has  been." 

"  I  have  no  intention  of  forcing  them  on 
her." 

"  You  express  them,  which  is  sufficient. 
You  would  do  well,  in  arranging  your  own 
mode  of  life,  to  consider  how  far  it  is  neces- 
sary to  change  hers.  Self-denial  on  your 
part  may  become  selfishness,  when  she  is 
obliged   to  share   it;   you  cannot  marry  an 
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heiress  and  expect  her  to  adopt  the  habits  of 
a  poor  artist's  wife.  Sacrifices  that  are  ne- 
cessary may  bring  good  instead  of  evil,  but 
unnecessary  sacrifices  are  too  great  a  demand 
for  any  one  to  make  without  being  painfally 
in  debt  to  those  they  exact  them  from." 

"  I  understand  you/'  said  Redfern,  before 
whom  arose  a  vision  of  Violet  going  out  to 
evening  parties  dressed  in  white  and  shining 
with  jewels,  while  he  attended  her  and  looked 
after  shawls.  Could  an  heiress  be  expected 
to  give  up  these  things  ? 

"  I  hope  I  have  not  offended  you.  You 
seemed  to  have  your  eyes  shut  to  some 
things — I  thought  it  best  to  open  them." 

"  I  am  glad  to  have  heard  your  opinion. 
You  think,  no  doubt,  that  Miss  Hilborough 
would  have  had  an  easier  life  if  she  had 
chosen  to  marry  another  sort  of  man  1" 

^'  I  think  so,  but  she  pleases  herself,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Donaldson ;  and  then  they  returned 
to  conversation  on  business. 

This  discussion  of  money  matters  was  par- 
ticularly unpleasant  to  Redfern.  So  long  as 
Mr.  Hilborough  lived,  the  fact  of  his  interest 
in  Monkholme  was  not  forced  on  his  notice, 
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and  might  be  ignored,  almost  forgotten.  Then 
some  one  else  decided  everything,  and  had 
the  management  of  all  the  property  ;  now  it 
fell  upon  him.  He  was  obliged  to  enter  into 
details,  make  arrangements,  and  even  choose 
methods  of  expenditure,  for  Violet  was  not 
what  is  called  a  "  business  woman,"  and 
wished  in  everything  simply  to  please  him. 
So  he  could  not  escape  from  the  management 
and  the  benefit  of  a  property  which  he  had 
rejected  for  himself;  he  found  himself  obliged, 
after  all,  to  take  the  position  he  regarded  as 
false  and  detestable — that  of  a  rich  man  and 
landed  proprietor  who  had  received  his  wealth 
from  other  hands,  and  to  spend  money  and 
make  investments,  if  not  for  himself  directly, 
for  his  wife,  throuoh  whom  the  advantao^e  of 
it  all  came  to  him. 

Redfern  had  made  up  his  mind  to  speak  to 
Violet  this  afternoon  on  the  subject  of  their 
engagement,  but  the  task  was  hateful  to  him, 
and  he  was  therefore  the  more  likely  to  do 
it  ungraciously.  They  were  walking  together 
under  the  heavy  green  branches  of  some 
Scotch  firs  ;  the  trunks  looked  red  in  sun- 
light, and  under  their  feet  were  the  crisp  red 
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spikes  that  had  fallen  in  former  times  and 
covered  all  the  ground,  hiding  the  soil  com- 
pletely. 

They  had  been  talking  about  their  wedding- 
day,  and  fixing  it  for  the  twentieth  of  the 
following  month.  Kedfern  had  not  found 
the  courage  to  utter  the  ideas  that  were  in 
his  mind;  Violet  could  see  that  he  was  serious 
and  abstracted,  but  he  did  not  seem  annoyed, 
so  she  was  not  disturbed. 

He  began  abruptly  at  last ;  they  had  fixed 
the  wedding-day  and  spoken  of  plans  after- 
wards, and  he  added  suddenly,  ''  Unless  you 
would  rather  not  marry  me  at  all." 

Violet  started  and  turned  to  look  at  him  ; 
his  eyes  met  hers  gravely. 

*'  Eedfern,  what  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Just  what  I  said." 

She  took  her  hand  away  from  his  arm  and 
trembled  very  much ;  she  could  not  look  at 
him  or  speak  to  him  at  first — she  did  not 
realize  the  exact  words  in  which  his  thought 
had  been  uttered,  she  only  comprehended 
that  he  had  suggested  a  permanent  parting 
quite  calmly  and  advisedly. 

''  I    don't   understand/'   she   said,  after  a 
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minute,  speaking  in  a  constrained  voice ; 
"  have  I  vexed  you  in  some  way  ?  Only 
tell  me." 

"  You  !  how  could  you  T  he  answered  im- 
patiently ;  he  was  becoming  disturbed  and 
angry.  He  was  hurt  that  she  should  have  so 
quickly  shrunk  from  him  ;  he  had  hoped  for 
a  caress  or  a  tear,  and  instead  she  answered 
with  self-control  and  coldness ;  yet  the  sacri- 
fice he  was  offering  to  make  appeared,  like  all 
his  actions,  merely  an  insult  and  cruelty  after 
all.  He  had  only  offended  her,  and  she  was 
ready  to  accept  the  offence. 

"  Has  any  one  else  vexed  you,  then  1"  she 
asked  again,  speaking  with  such  an  effort  that 
it  made  her  voice  sound  hard. 

"  No  ;  what  would  it  matter  if  they  had  ? 
They  have  made  me  understand  a  few  things 
more  clearly,  that  is  all." 

"  Oh,  Redfern,  who  has  been  talking  to 
you  about  it  T  she  said,  turning  to  him  with 
more  agitation  in  her  face. 

*'  It  is  not  what  any  one  said  to  me  that 
makes  me  speak — don't  mistake  about  that ;  I 
came  here  intending  to  offer  to  set  you  free." 

He  spoke  hardly  and  abruptly,  giving  the 
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worst  side  of  the  question.  He  never  doubted 
that  she  was  sure  of  his  love,  to  have  spoken 
of  it  then  would  have  been  to  make  an  appeal 
that  would  destroy  the  generosity  of  his 
offer. 

"  Do  you  mean,"  asked  Violet,  drawing  in 
her  breath  slowly,  ''that  when  I  met  you 
yesterday  you  had  this  thought  in  your 
mind?" 

She  looked  at  him  with  a  kindling  eye,  for 
she  had  greeted  him  with  tenderness. 

''  Yes,"  said  Kedfern,  ''  I  had." 

She  turned  away  from  him,  and  spoke 
coldly. 

''  That  was  hardly  fair,"  she  said,  ''  when 
I  had  no  such  ideas ;  you  should  have  written 
to  tell  me  first,  then  I  could  have  received 
you  differently.  You  must  have  thought  me 
very  silly." 

"  Violet !"  he  said,  in  a  quick,  indignant 
tone,  "  you  know  better  than  that." 

She  turned  to  look  at  him  inquiringly  and 
longingly. 

''What  does  it  all  mean,  Kedfern?"  she 
said ;  "is  there  not  some  dreadful  mistake 
somewhere  V 
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"  I  don't  know.  I  seem,  as  usual,  to  be 
behaving  atrociously,  and  I  only  meant  to 
do  a  rio'ht  thinof." 

"  Don't  you — don't  you,"  she  began  ;  her 
eyes  sought  his  entreatingly,  but  she  could 
not  finish  her  sentence,  and  say,  ^'  Don't  you 
love  me  ?" 

^^  I  don't  want  to  hurt  you,"  Redfern  said 
uneasily  ;  '^  I  only  make  the  offer — you  need 
not  take  it." 

^'  But  why  should  you  make  it  ?"  she  asked 
in  a  low  voice  ;  "is  it  so  easy  to  break  through 
the  old  ties  T 

"  Easy  !  No,"  he  answered  quickly  ;  "  it 
can't  be  anything  but  extremely  hard." 

"  Then  why — oh,  Redfern,  think  of  going 
home  to  Monkholme  and  there  being  nobody 
there  !" 

Her  voice  was  tremulous  ;  he  turned  to 
her  and  caught  her  hand  in  his. 

"  If  you  want  me,  Letty,  don't  you  know 
that  I  will  go  T  he  asked,  drawing  her  close 
to  him  as  he  spoke. 

"  But  I  can't  say  I  want  you,  unless  you 
want  to  come  ;  how  can  I  ?"  she  answered, 
looking  up  at  him. 
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"  You  know  very  well,"  he  began,  and  was 
stooping  to  kiss  her  upturned  face,  but  she 
hid  it  away  from  him  on  his  shoulder,  an- 
swering quickly, 

''No,  no,  not  yet — not  now,  not  till  I  under- 
stand better,  till  I  know  what  you  mean." 

''  Very  well,"  he  replied  slowly,  driving  his 
heel  into  the  ground  among  the  fir-cones  ; 
"  as  you  like." 

"  Have  I  vexed  you,  Eedfern  ?"  she  asked, 
clinging  to  him,  with  her  cheek  against  his 
arm  ;  ''  I  can't  bear  to  do  that." 

''  I  know  you  can't,"  he  replied  hoarsely ; 
"  I  only  wish  you  could." 

''Why  should  you  ?"  she  asked  earnestly. 

"  It  would  be  much  better  for  your  own 
sake,"  he  answered. 

"  And  for  yours  ?" 

"  For  mine,  Letty  ?"  He  took  her  hand 
from  his  arm  and  kissed  it,  holding  it  after- 
wards. 

"  Then  you  do  like  me  a  little  ?"  she  said 
slowly. 

"  Had  you  any  idea  that  I  did  not  T 

"  How  could  I  tell  ?"  she  answered. 

Then  they  walked  on  slowly  among  the 
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fir-trees,  across  the  sunshine  and  the  shadow 
on  the  fir-cones  at  their  feet. 

"  Now  tell  me,"  she  began,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  why  did  you  think  of  changing  every - 
thinof  so  ?" 

"  Because  I  see  what  every  one  else  sees, 
that  we  are  not  suited  to  one  another,"  he 
replied  with  an  eflfort. 

"  In  what  way  T  she  asked  gently. 

"  My  ideas  are  not  yours,  and  our  habits 
are  quite  different.  You  will  have  to  give 
up  a  great  deal,  and  put  up  with  still  more  if 
you  marry  me." 

''  But  if  I  don't  mind  T 

"■  Then  I  mind  a  great  deal." 

*'  I  don't  see  why  you  should." 

''  How  can  you  wish  me  to  be  indebted  to 
any  one  so  much  ?" 

*'  It  is  not  a  debt  if  we  care  for  each 
other." 

He  was  not  satisfied,  however ;  he  had 
roused  the  spirit  of  opposition  in  his  own 
mind,  and  was  determined  to  go  on  to  the 
end. 

*'  It  is  no  use,  Violet — you  ought  to  think 
about  it  seriously ;  all  sorts  of  difficulties  will 
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arise,  after  we  are  married,  that  you  have  no 
idea  of  now." 

"We  can  meet  them  when  they  come," 
said  Violet. 

'^  I  can't  bear  you  to  throw  yourself  away 
so  blindly,"  he  went  on  with  impatience ; 
"  you  will  find  out  afterwards  what  you 
ought  to  have  done,  when  it  is  too  late." 

''  I  don't  think  I  shall  regret." 

''  How  can  you  tell  ?"  Redfern  went  on  ; 
"  you  won't  look  at  anything  rightly,  and  you 
will  be  sure  to  see  it  so  some  day  ;  every  one 
else  knows  that  you  are  choosing  the  wrong 
life." 

"  And  do  you  ?" 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  as  if  uttering  a  truth 
reluctantly. 

Violet  had  no  reply  ready;  her  heart  began 
to  beat  violently  again. 

"  It  is  very  easy,"  said  Redfern  with  grow- 
ing impatience,  ''  to  make  love  like  a  couple 
of  children,  and  very  pleasant  to  shut  our 
eyes  to  everything  else ;  but  we  can't  do  that 
all  our  lives — serious  difficulties  will  come 
after,  if  we  won't  look  at  them  now." 

Violet  felt  suddenly  cold  and  quiet ;  she 
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removed  her  hand  from  his  arm  and  stood 
still.  At  last  he  had  unconsciously  said  one 
of  those  things  which  wounded  her  past  for- 
giveness. 

"  I  have  not  made  love  like  a  child,"  she 
answered  coldly,  standing  a  little  way  from 
him  and  looking  at  him  steadily  ;  "I  have 
only  loved  you  very  earnestly,  hke  a  woman." 

"  I  know,"  said  Redfern,  not  comprehending 
how  much  he  had  offended  her  ;  '^  but  love 
does  not  make  us  bUnd  to  faults — it  only  gives 
them  power  to  hurt  us  more.  You  made  a 
mistake  in  ever  caring  forme — we  both  made 
a  great  mistake  ;  I  wonder  your  grandfather 
let  us  do  it." 

'*  It  is  not  too  late  to  undo  the  mistake," 
said  Violet,  quite  calmly.  Her  face  was  pale, 
but  she  was  not  trembling,  and  her  voice  did 
not  falter. 

''  No,"  said  Redfern  ;  ''  that  was  why  I 
spoke  to  you." 

"  Will  you  tell  me,  please,"  she  went  on, 
quite  gently,  but  not  as  if  her  gentleness 
belonged  to  him  at  all,  "  if  you  have  ever 
thought  it  a  mistake  before  '?" 

'^  Many  a  time,"  he  said,  frowning  as  he 
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knocked  the  fir-cones  about  with  his  foot. 
He  had  lost  his  way  in  the  discussion  now, 
and  hardly  knew  what  she  meant. 

*^  Should  you  not  have  spoken  sooner 
then  r 

^^  I  dare  say.  It  is  not  easy  to  give  up  a 
good  thing  if  you  have  it ;  but  I  always  knew 
I  ought  to  do  it  in  the  end." 

^^  For  whom  is  it  a  mistake  ?  For  you  or 
for  me  ?" 

"For  both  of  us." 

There  was  a  long  pause.  Redfern  looked 
up  at  her  at  last ;  there  was  a  solemn  calm- 
ness in  her  face,  her  eyes  were  bright  and 
cold. 

"  Tell  me  now,"  she  said,  "  because  we 
may  not  talk  to  each  other  again,  why  it  is  a 
mistake  for  me  T 

"  You  only  chose  me  out  of  kindness,  be- 
cause you  wanted  to  make  my  life  pleasanter. 
I  never  brought  you  enjoyment  or  satisfac- 
tion." 

"  How  do  you  know  ?" 

"  Could  T  not  see  ?  You  were  willing  to 
bear  anything,  but  enduring  is  not  enjoying. 
Ask  yourself  if  my  love  has  brought  you  any 
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repose  or  happiness,  if  your  life  was  not 
pleasanter  before  you  knew  me." 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  wanted  happiness 
most." 

"  Perhaps  not.  I'll  not  take  it  from  you, 
all  the  same  ;  what  a  debt  and  a  remorse  you 
would  load  me  with  throuofh  life  !" 

*'  You  don't  love  me,  or  you  would  not  feel 
it  so,"  answered  Violet  vehemently ;  "  you 
never  did  !     I  ought  to  have  seen  it  before." 

''  You  have  your  wav  of  lovino^  and  I  have 
mine,"  answered  Redfern,  "  you  are  better 
without  my  love." 

"  I  never  had  it,"  said  Violet ;  ''  I  have 
been  blind  ;  I  was  determined  to  take  what 
you  were  unwilling  to  give." 

"  I  don't  wonder,"  said  Redfern  bitterly, 
"  that  you  don't  believe  I  can  love  at  all." 

Violet  gave  him  a  wondering  look;  she  did 
not  comprehend  him  in  the  least. 

"  Now  tell  me,"  she  said,  "  why  it  was  a 
mistake  for  you." 

''  Because  I  am  not  fit  to  be  your  husband, 
or  any  one  else's.  I  have  a  horrible  temper 
that  I  can't  control.  To  love  me  only  gives 
me  the  power  to  hurt.'* 

VOL.  III.  40 
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''  Is  that  all  T  , 

"  No.  The,  more  that  is  required  of  me 
the  less  I  give.  I  can  manage  pretty  well 
if  people  treat  me  badly,  but  to  give  me  a 
chance  of  kindness  is  to  make  me  worse  than 
ever.  Have  I  been  really  wiser  and  better 
since  you  cared  for  me  ?  Was  I  ever  so  un- 
just to  anybody  as  to  you  ?  Is  it  not  better 
for  me  to  get  out  of  this  horrible  temptation 
of  ill-treating  whatever  is  my  own  T 

"  You  exaggerate  your  faults." 

"  I  don't.  Your  affection  only  gives  me 
an  opportunity  of  being  utterly  bad,  it  shows 
me  myself  in  a  more  dreadful  light  than  ever, 
it  makes  me  hate  myself,  and  yet  go  on  being 
what  I  hate." 

^•'  I  never  thought  of  you  so." 

'^  Think  so  now  then  ;  the  worse  you  think 
of  me,  the  better  it  will  be  for  you." 

"  Good-bye,"  said  Violet  turning  away, 
"  you  have  chosen  for  us  both." 

"  Have  I  not  done  right  T 

"  Perhaps  !"  she  repeated  drearily.  "'  How 
can  I  tell  ?     You  should  know." 

"  Stop  a  minute,  Violet,"  he  said,  "  and 
look  at  me.     Now  tell  me  this,  has  any  other 
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person  in  the  world  ever  brought  you  such 
unhappiness  as  I  have  ?" 

His  eyes  held  hers  in  a  solemn  look  ;  her 
face  flushed  and  went  paler.  She  answered, 
^^No." 

'^  I  knew  it,"  he  replied,  turning  away,  and 
looking  wretched  and  hopeless.  "  I  knew  it 
was  so.  Need  I  tell  Mr.  Donaldson  to-day  ?" 
"  Xo,"  answered  Violet,  starting.  She  had 
been  so  much  in  the  habit  of  thinkinof  of 
Redfern  before  herself,  that  at  once  she 
imagined  all  the  blame  that  he  would  re- 
ceive from  every  one,  and  the  observations 
that  would  be  made  upon  him,  "No,  there 
is  no  hurry ;  wait  till  my  birthday — that  is 
only  two  days — then  the  people  will  go  and 
you  can  tell.     No  one  need  know  till  then." 

'*  Thank  you,"  he  answered  drearily,  with- 
out looking  at  her.  There  was  no  farewell 
between  them ;  he  heard  her  step  on  the  dry 
leaves  as  she  walked  away,  and  they  had  no 
last  look  or  word. 

Violet  went  on  slowly  ;  her  heart  felt  quite 
dead  and  still  within  her ;  there  was  no 
thought  there  of  a  last  caress,  no  hope  or 
wish  for  the    future,   everything  seemed  to 
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have  gone  out  of  sight  suddenly,  life  was  all 
a  dreary  blank  in  which  she  walked  without 
interest. 

What  a  miserable  place  this  world  was, 
which  had  looked  so  bright  to  her  that 
morning  !  Her  thoughts  went  back  to  her 
grandfather's  death-bed,  to  the  serenity  of 
that  winter  day ;  she  wished  she  could  have 
fallen  asleep  then  and  gone  away  with  him 
for  ever,  for  life  was  such  a  very  long  time, 
and  yet  there  was  nothing  for  her  between 
now  and  the  end  of  it. 

She  did  not  feel  inclined  to  weep  or  com- 
plain ;  she  was  exercising  no  conscious  self- 
control,  there  was  nothing  to  be  felt  or  said, 
she  thought,  and  she  went  on  in  dreary  com- 
posure to  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"thou  hast  not  lost  thyself  to  save  thy- 
self." 

Through  all  that  evening  Violet  was  quiet  and 
composed ;  she  sat  at  her  work  as  usual,  she 
answered  questions,  she  looked  at  those  who 
spoke  to  her  with  a  calm  gaze  that  seemed  to 
deny  any  cause  for  shrinking.  Of  course 
Redfern  did  not  talk  to  her ;  he  sat  at  a  dis- 
tance with  a  book  in  his  hand  ;  his  face  was 
as  depressed  and  wretched  as  hers  was  blank 
and  calm ;  they  avoided  each  other  s  eyes, 
but  he  heard  the  even  tones  of  her  voice  as 
she  talked  in  a  monotonous  way  to  Alfred  ; 
there  was  no  brightness  of  ever-changing  life 
now  in  all  she  said  or  did ;  otherwise  she 
seemed  just  as  usual. 

Mr.   Donaldson  was  in  the  study,  busily 
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examining  papers ;  he  was  having  a  final 
arranging  of  all  Mr.  Hilborough's  miscella- 
neous documents,  some  of  which  had  been 
put  aside  till  now.  Neither  that  evening  nor 
the  next  morning  did  he  ask  Redfern  to  have 
another  conversation  with  him,  so  Redfern 
escaped  the  difficult  position  of  talking  about 
Violet's  fortune,  when  she  never  was  to  be 
his  wife. 

Was  she  never  to  be  ?  He  watched  her 
furtively  as  she  sat  with  her  face  turned  from 
him ;  there  was  an  inexpressible  dreariness  in 
her  complete  composure,  her  eyes  seemed, 
cold  and  wearied,  as  if  they  gazed  so  steadily 
only  with  a  great  effort ;  and  he  himself  was 
more  unhappy  than  he  was  willing  to  believe  : 
was  it  not  too  late  for  them  to  be  parted  now  ? 

Violet  went  to  bed  early ;  it  was  evident 
to  every  one  in  the  room  that  something  was 
amiss  between  her  and  Eedfern ;  she  said 
good-night  to  him  half-doubtfully,  and  looked 
away  as  she  spoke  it. 

When  she  came  down  in  the  morning  she 
was  still  composed  ;  her  face  was  very  pale, 
and  there  was  something  unusual  in  her  voice, 
that  was  all.     Redfern  glanced  at  her,  and 
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hated  himself  more  than  ever;  he  did  not 
dare  to  speak  to  her,  but  he  put  a  chair  for 
her  silently,  and  then  kept  out  of  her  way  as 
much  as  possible. 

The  reaction  had  come  after  his  obstinate 
determination.  He  asked  himself  why,  after 
all,  he  should  have  given  up  what  he  loved  so 
much.  Other  men  were  not  expected  to 
make  such  sacrifices.  Violet  was  content  to 
take  him ;  why  should  he  save  her  in  spite  of 
herself?  His  face  was  dark  and  troubled, 
his  manner  uneasy  and  disturbed ;  he  could 
rest  nowhere,  and  do  nothing ;  every  one  in 
the  house  conspired  to  leave  Violet  to  him, 
and  he  dared  not  speak  to  her,  and  could  not 
resolve  to  go  altogether  out  of  her  way. 
She  was  aware  that  he  haunted  her  presence, 
though  he  avoided  her  notice ;  she  ignored 
him  altogether — there  was  nothing  else  for  her 
to  do. 

Mr.  Donaldson  had  gone  away  somewhere 
early  in  the  morning  ;  he  had  seemed  absorbed 
in  serious  thouofhts,  and  had  no  attention  to 
give  to  outward  things  ;  he  had  therefore 
missed  seeing  what  was  so  obvious  to  every 
one  else — that  Violet  and  Redfern  did  not 
talk  to  each  other  as  usuaL 
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"  Something  is  up  between  those  two," 
Gerald  remarked  delicately  to  Alfred,  ''  could 
not  you  cut  in  and  win  after  all  ?" 

Miss  Donaldson  did  not  perceive  so  much 
as  the  others  could  ;  she  was  occupied  in  her 
own  affairs  and  left  her  young  guests  a  great 
deal  to  themselves  ;  she  also  understood  little 
of  the  ways  of  engaged  people. 

The  morning  passed  away  at  last ;  it  was  a 
dreary  time  ;  there  were  so  many  moments 
when  Violet  and  Redfern  were  thrown  to- 
gether, and  when  it  would  have  been  natural 
to  address  each  other,  and  always  the  new 
and  curious  feeling  of  estrangement  obliged 
them  to  keep  apart. 

Violet  avoided  looking  at  Kedfern,  and  so 
did  not  see  how  the  brightness  had  gone  out 
of  his  face,  and  left  it  hopeless  and  darkened  ; 
but  Kedfern  looked  at  her,  and  wondered  how 
she  could  be  so  calm,  and  grew  angry  and  de- 
sperate at  being  left  so  entirely  out  of  her  life. 

In  the  afternoon  they  met  by  accident  in 
the  hall.  Violet  was  going  out  alone ;  the 
air  of  the  house  oppressed  her,  the  presence  of 
Redfern  was  too  near  and  too  possible  for  her 
to  breathe  freely  in  it.     Kedfern  was  coming 
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out  of  a  room  with  a  dreary,  patient  look  in 
his  eyes  that  would  have  touched  her  greatly 
in  other  days  ;  he  stopped  doubtfully  when 
he  saw  her,  and  looked  at  her  silently.  She 
did  not  look  at  him;  she  went  on  towards  the 
door,  only  stopping  to  get  her  umbrella  from 
the  stand.  It  had  ofot  fast  amonof  the 
others,  or  she  was  too  nervous  to  pull  it  out 
easily ;  there  was  a  moment's  pause,  then  a 
hesitating  step  came  behind  her — Redfern 
reached  the  umbrella  and  put  it  into  her 
hand  ;  she  took  it  and  moved  away  hurriedly 
without  looking  at  him,  but  he  saw  that  her 
hand  trembled  very  much. 

**  Violet  !"  he  said  despairingly. 

She  turned  to  look  at  him  in  a  frightened 
way,  and  answered  nothing. 

''  I  can't  stand  this  any  longer,"  he  said 
quickly,  ''  it  is  dreadful." 

"  Don't,  please  !"  she  said,  in  a  voice 
sharpened  by  pain  ;  ''  let  me  go!" 

She  was  afraid  of  her  self-control  breaking 
do^m  ;  she  dreaded  to  speak  to  him  yet ;  she 
only  longed  to  escape. 

"  Very  well,"  he  answered,  "  I  will  write, 
and  not  speak." 
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She  went  straight  past  him  into  the  open 
air  ;  everything  was  so  changed  for  her  that 
she  hardly  knew  herself  now  ;  she  did  not 
comprehend  her  own  thoughts  or  wishes ; 
she  felt  hunted  and  frightened ;  she  wanted 
to  escape  from  everything  and  everybody, 
above  all,  from  Redfern  and  herself 

She  walked  till  she  was  tired,  and  then  she 
came  in  with  a  slow  and  weary  step.  Red- 
fern  must  have  been  watchmg  for  her;  he 
was  lingering  about  the  hall  when  she  came  in. 

He  went  forward  with  a  certain  humility 
in  his  manner  and  spoke  quietly. 

'^  You  look  so  pale,  Violet ;  are  you  very 
tired  r 

''  I  don't  know,"  she  answered  drearily  and 
absently,  as  if  indiiferent  to  his  presence. 
She  had  paused  as  he  spoke  to  her,  and  stood 
looking  at  him  with  quiet,  hopeless  gray  eyes. 

He  took  her  umbrella  from  her,  and  for 
one  moment  they  stood  together  there. 

Neither  of  them  spoke ;  Redfern  was 
miserably  dissatisfied,  but  he  was  ashamed  to 
force  himself  on  her  attention  any  more. 
When  she  turned,  however,  to  move  away, 
he  broke  the  silence. 
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''  Violet,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  ^^  don't 
you  hate  me  now  ?" 

''  I  don't  know,"  she  answered  again,  and 
the  answer  was  true. 

He  uttered  a  low,  impatient  exclamation 
and  turned  away. 

Violet  went  up  to  her  own  room  ;  the  chief 
thought  that  occupied  her  mind  was  not  Ked- 
fern,  but  the  fact  that  to-morrow  would  be 
her  birthday.  It  was  a  miserable  coming  of 
age  for  her ;  she  felt  rather  sorry  for  herself, 
and  wished  she  might  have  been  happy  for  a 
few  days  longer  ;  anything  more  than  that  it 
did  not  occur  to  her  to  wish. 

Lucy,  her  maid,  was  in  her  room  waiting 
for  her. 

^'  There's  a  letter  for  you  here.  Miss  Hil- 
borough,"  she  said ;  '^  Mr.  Kedfern  asked  me 
to  give  it  to  you  when  you  came  in ;  and  Mr. 
Donaldson  came  back  half-an-hour  ago,  and 
told  me  to  ask  you  to  go  into  the  library  as 
soon  as  you  had  dressed  and  were  at  liberty." 

*'  Very  well,"  said  Violet  quietly,  stretch- 
ing out  her  hand  for  the  letter,  and  then 
drawing  it  back  as  she  remembered  that  she 
must  wait  before   opening  it.     She  removed 
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her  hat  and  jacket,  and  allowed  Lucy  to  put 
them  away  without  showing  any  signs  of 
hurry  or  impatience ;  she  sat  quite  still,  her 
hands  lying  listlessly  on  her  knee,  and  her 
eyes  looking  dreamy  and  distant. 

'^  You  may  go,"  she  said,  when  Lucy  had 
finished;  "I  will  ring  when  I  want  you  again." 

Lucy  went  out,  and  she  was  left  alone  ; 
she  was  sitting  on  a  low  chair  by  the  dressing- 
table,  on  which  lay  Redfern's  letter ;  she  had 
not  even  touched  it  yet,  though  she  had  re- 
membered it  all  the  time.  She  put  out  her 
hand  and  took  it ;  her  eyes  filled  as  she  gazed 
at  it,  and  her  heart  beat  visibly ;  that  little 
scrap  of  paper  meant  so  very  much  to  her  : 
perhaps  it  was  the  last  she  would  ever  receive 
from  him.  It  was  all  so  familiar  and  dear  to 
her :  she  knew  the  careless  writing  so  well, 
and  the  impatient  way  of  running  the  letters 
into  one  another.  She  did  not  know  what 
was  inside  it — at  least,  the  outside  was  like  the 
old  letters  she  had  treasured  up,  there  was  no 
unkindness  in  that ;  she  did  not  open  it  at 
once,  but  kissed  it  instead,  then  laid  the  letter 
on  the  table  and  put  her  head  down  on  it, 
hiding  her  face  in  her  hands. 
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She  sat  so  for  a  little  time  ;  there  seemed 
some  comfort  in  having  any  words  of  his 
so  near  to  her.  How  could  they  hurt  her 
till  she  opened  and  read  them  ?  Meanwhile, 
they  were  hers,  a  new  communication  from 
him  ;  she  did  not  feel  so  completely  separated 
from  him  while  she  held  his  writing  in  her 
hand  and  knew  that  the  thoughts  there  were 
addressed  to  herself. 

She  was  not  eager  to  read  them  at  once  ; 
they  might  only  vex  and  grieve  her.  Why 
should  she  read  them  at  all  ?  Had  not  Red- 
fern  wounded  her  enough  already  ?  Why 
should  she  give  him  the  power  of  doing  it 
again  ?  She  was  safe  from  his  cruelty  so 
long  as  she  held  that  letter  still  sealed  in  her 
fingers.  She  had  hardly  the  courage  to  open 
it,  even  when  she  was  tired  of  sitting  there 
silently.  She  shrank  back  from  the  chance 
of  a  new  pain.  "  Why  should  I  listen  to 
what  he  says,  so  long  as  he  does  not  care 
about  hurting  me  ?  How  can  he  be  so  un- 
kind when  I  love  him  so  much  ?" 

She  prayed  passionately  that  it  might  not 
be  a  cruel  letter  ;  it  seemed  to  her  possible 
to  influence  or  alter  the  thoughts  in  it  before 
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she  opened  and  read  it ;  afterwards  it  would 
be  too  late.  She  had  no  friend  to  speak  to 
or  ask  help  from,  so  she  appealed  quite  simply 
.to  the  Friend  she  had  been  taught  to  trust  in 
all  her  life,  to  the  God  whom  her  father  had 
taught  her  to  believe  was  a  dearer  father  still 
to  her. 

"  Don't  let  it  be  unkind,"  she  uttered,  with 
impassioned  entreaty,  ^^  or  don't  let  me  read 
it ;  for,  indeed,  how  can  I  bear  any  more  ?" 

But  Violet  could  bear  a  great  deal  more 
than  that,  or,  at  least,  could  suffer  it. 

She  opened  the  letter  at  last,  and  read  it 
through  steadily ;  it  was  short,  and  hurriedly 
written.     It  began, 

*'  Dear  Violet," 

"  I  am  afraid  I  expressed  myself,  as 
usual,  in  a  horrible  manner  yesterday,  and 
said  a  great  deal  that  I  did  not  mean.  You 
know  that  I  have  always  had  a  dreadful 
temper,  and  shall  never  get  rid  of  it ;  why  do 
you  let  it  vex  you  then,  or  mind  it  at  all,  ex- 
cept to  make  you  despise  me,  or  be  sorry  for 
me,  just  as  you  like?  You  will  do  the  latter  in 
a  little  while,  I  know,  because  it  is  your  way. 
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"  I  will  not  ask  you  to  forgive  me,  because 
I  don't  deserve  it,  but  I  hope  you  don't  think 
I  could  have  any  reason  for  wishing  to  break 
oiF  our  engagement  except  your  interest.  If 
you  would  like  it  to  go  on  after  all,  you  have 
only  to  say  so,  and  we  will  be  married,  as 
arranged,  on  the  twentieth. 

*'  Yours  always  (if  you  choose  it), 

*'  ReDFERN    HlLBOROUGH.'* 

Violet  rose  when  she  had  read  it.  She 
drew  her  head  back  and  stood  erect :  there 
was  no  one  to  see  her,  yet  she  looked  before 
her  with  both  dignity  and  pride,  as  if  she 
answered  some  one's  speech  by  her  attitude. 
All  her  face  expressed  a  defensive  scorn, 
which  included  herself,  but  went  out  also  to 
others. 

That  letter  of  Redfern's  had  affected  her  as 
some  others  had  done  before ;  it  touched  all 
the  woman's  pride  of  her  nature ;  whatever 
affection  there  miofht  be  behind  its  blunderinof 
tone,  she  could  only  at  first  see  and  reply  to 
the  expressions  which  had  offended  her.  She 
felt  contemptuous  both  of  herself  and  Redfern 
at  such  a  moment ;  she  could  have  laughed  at 
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them  both,  in  a  bitterness  half-sad,  half-com- 
passionate. They  loved  each  other,  and  he 
could  write  to  her  so  ! 

If  he  had  acknowledged  no  offence,  if  he 
had  expressed  no  self-control,  if  he  had  even 
accused  and  blamed  her,  but  had  only  said  : 
*'  I  love  you  so  much,  can't  we  be  friends 
again  T  she  would  have  answered  the  appeal 
without  hesitation  or  pride.  But  he  spoke 
rather  of  his  faults  than  of  his  love  ;  he  re- 
membered his  unworthiness  rather  than  her 
distress  ;  he  could  think  at  such  a  time  that 
the  vexation  about  his  temper  would  be  in 
her  mind  rather  than  the  pain  of  their  part- 
ing;— if  his  love  had  been  more  complete, more 
self-forgetful,  he  would  have  disregarded  his 
own  failures,  and  thought  only  of  comforting 
her. 

His  letter  made  her  feel  quite  strong  and 
proud.  She  did  not  want  his  pity  or  his  con- 
ciliation— his  love  would  have  been  different ; 
she  felt  as  she  had  done  occasionally  before, 
the  strength  that  lies  in  utter  loss.  She 
could  have  said  in  her  heart,  ''  You  have 
taken  all  from  me,  even  the  right  to  pity  or 
to  regret,  and  now  I  see  how  much  is  left — 
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all  myself."  Her  individual  soul  asserted  it- 
self as  it  can  only  do  in  such  moments  ;  she 
stood  bare  of  all  the  hopes  and  sympathies 
of  life,  and  yet  she  found  that  she  retained 
still  the  larger  half  of  her  universe,  and 
could  stand  erect  against  all  the  rest. 

The  letter  had  to  be  answered  ;  she  sat 
down  to  do  it.  She  had  no  wish  to  be  unjust 
to  Kedfern,  and  no  desire  to  let  false  pride 
stand  between  them  when  their  hearts  were 
still  true  to  each  other  ;  but  she  could  not 
answer  such  an  explanation  with  tenderness, 
nor  could  she  accept  an  offer  made  professedly 
for  her  sake. 

Did  he  really  love  her,  or  had  he  only 
been  persuaded  by  the  novel  pleasure  of  her 
friendship  into  believing  so  ?  It  was  quite 
possible  that  beneath  that  tone  of  self-disgust 
there  was  still  much  affection  for  her ;  he 
might  not  dare  to  appeal  to  her  compassion 
by  speaking  of  it,  because  he  knew  she  could 
not  resist  such  an  appeal.  He  might  think 
that  she  knew  he  loved  her,  and  be  too  gene- 
rous, after  his  late  conduct,  to  force  that 
claim  upon  her ;  and  so,  for  want  of  a  little 
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patience  on  her  part,  they  might  each  lose 
what  they  cared  for  most. 

But,  again,  even  if  he  really  loved  her,  he 
might  be  glad  to  be  free  from  the  restraint 
which  such  an  attachment  imposed  upon  him; 
his  independent  and  impatient  spirit  rebelled 
against  anything  that  was  like  a  claim,  though 
the  tenderness  of  his  nature  gave  freely 
where  nothing  could  be  demanded.  Violet 
hardly  knew  how  to  answer  him  ;  she  could 
not  bear  to  give  him  up,  and  let  him  endure 
the  loss  of  her,  through  some  verbal  misunder- 
s'.anding,  and  yet  she  could  not  force  herself 
upon  him,  giving  herself  back  at  the  first  re- 
luctantly-uttered word. 

She  took  her  pen,  however,  and  wrote  this 
reply  : 

''  Dear  Kedfern, 

"  I  don't  quite  know  how  to  answer 
your  letter ;  perhaps  I  don't  really  compre- 
hend what  you  mean  to  express  by  it.  I 
think  it  is  better  not  to  do  anything  in  a 
hurry,  or  we  may  both  be  sorry  afterwards, 
so  we  will  wait  a  little  yet,  till  we  know 
more  clearly  what  we  wish.     If  you  will  go 
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down  to  the  fir-trees  to-morrow  afternoon — 
which  is  my  birthday — I  will  come  to  you 
there,  and  we  will  try  to  understand  one 
another. 

"  I  don't  change  or  get  tired  so  easily  as  you 
do,  so  I  must  at  least  remain, 

*'  Always  your  friend, 

*'  Violet  Hilborough/' 

The  last  sentence  she  added  hastily,  and 
looked  at  doubtfully  afterwards ;  but  it  was 
hard  to  utter  none  of  all  the  reproach  and 
tenderness  she  was  feeling.  So  she  sealed 
the  letter,  addressed  it,  and  put  it  down  on 
the  table ;  then  sat  looking  at  the  enve- 
lope. ''  Kedfern  Hilborough,  Esq." — it  was 
odd  to  think  of  him  as  of  a  stranger ;  in  a 
very  short  time  he  should  have  been  her 
husband,  and  she  would  have  written  his 
name  always  with  a  kind  of  loving  pride. 
She  bore  the  same  name  as  he,  and  had  signed 
herself  all  her  life  Violet  Hilborough;  but  how 
differently  she  would  have  thought  of  the 
name  when  it  came  to  her  again  from  him, 
and  she  was  Violet  Hilborough  no  longer 
because  her  parents  had  been  called  so,  but 
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because  she  belonged  to  Redfern,  and  was 
called  by  his  name. 

Violet  Hilborough  —  Kedfern's  wife  — 
meant  so  much,  that  she  would  have  lingered 
over  the  signature,  and  been  happy  in  writing 
it ;  but  Violet,  Redfern  s  cousin,  the  heiress 
of  Monkholme,  meant  nothing,  and  was  no 
one  in  life.  So  it  seemed  to  her  as  she  sat 
there  looking  regretfully  at  the  letter  ;  for 
indeed  her  life  had  no  purpose  in  it  without 
him.  She  had  devoted  herself  wholly  to  his 
happiness,  and  had  formed  no  ties  elsewhere ; 
neither  mother,  sister,  brother  nor  friend 
wanted  her  very  much  ;  she  had  been  content 
to  have  only  Redfern,  and  she  had  lost  him  ; 
to  fill  her  life  with  his  requirements,  and  her 
life  was  empty  ;  it  had  become  an  inscription 
of  which  time  had  carried  away  the  meaning, 
a  type,  of  which  there  was  no  longer  any 
reality. 

She  had  forgotten  everything  but  her  own 
thoughts,  when  Lucy  tapped  gently  at  the 
door  and  came  in. 

*'  It  is  more  than  time  to  dress,  Miss  Hil- 
borough," she  said ;  *'  I  thought  perhaps  you 
were  forgetting,  and  Mr.  Donaldson  is  in  the 
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library,  and  has  sent  to  know  if  you  have 


come  in." 


"  Yes,  I  had  forgotten,"  said  Violet,  rising 
at  once,  and  submitting  to  be  dressed  for  the 


evenmof. 


She  looked  at  herself  in  the  glass  when  she 
was  ready,  and  hardly  knew  her  own  face. 
She  was  generally  bright  and  smiling,  with 
glowing  eyes  and  cheeks ;  now  she  looked 
pale  and  hstless  ;  her  eyes  were  sad  and  still, 
but  there  was  a  sweet  and  patient  wistfulness 
in  her  face  which  made  up  for  all  the  fresh- 
ness lost.  Everything  about  her  was  pale 
that  evening ;  she  wore  a  dress  of  a  faint, 
sweet  blue,  and  there  was  a  delicate  rose  in 
her  hair,  just  tinted  with  pink.  Alfred  Hil- 
borough  had  sent  it  up  for  her,  and  Violet 
accepted  it  indifferently,  for  she  was  used  to 
receiving  all  sorts  of  kind  little  attentions 
from  him. 

"  You  do  look  nice  to-night,"  said  Lucy, 
surveying  her  criticisingly,  as  she  was  always 
permitted  to  do  ;  *^  if  only  you  had  a  little 
more  colour.  But  I  don't  know,"  she  added 
doubtfully,  *'  you  look  best,  perhaps,  with- 
out." 
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Violet  smiled  a  little^  but  with  sorrowful 
eyes  : 

"  What  does  it  matter  ?"  she  said,  "  I 
shall  do  very  w^ell,"  and  then  she  went  down- 
stairs and  took  her  way  to  the  library. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

A    FINAL    CHOICE. 

Her  entrance  seemed  to  take  a  pale  radiance 
into  the  gloomy  room  ;  the  faint  tints  of  her 
dress  and  its  airy  folds  brightened  up  the 
darkness  there.  There  was  no  other  colour 
in  the  place  that  was  not  dull  and  sombre ; 
the  high,  dark  bookshelves,  the  musty  old 
books  bound  in  calf,  with  no  brilliancy  of  gilt 
or  new  cloth,  the  heavy,  old-fashioned  fur- 
niture, all  contributed  to  produce  a  gloomy 
eflPect  in  the  room.  Mr.  Donaldson  was  there 
with  the  three  young  men,  but  all  of  them, 
except  Alfred,  seemed  to  belong  to  the  place, 
and  to  suit  its  melancholy  appearance.  There 
was  no  brightness  of  youth  about  any  one  of 
them,  except  him  :  Mr.  Donaldson  was  large 
and   tawny,   Gerald  faded  and  insignificant, 
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and  Redfern  had  none  of  the  animation  which 
could  brighten  his  face  into  a  look  of  youth 
and  freshness — he  looked  dark  and  dull  and 
desponding,  that  was  all ;  there  was  no  eager- 
ness in  his  expression  or  brilliancy  in  his 
eyes. 

Alfred,  on  the  contrary,  looked  splendidly 
handsome ;  his  good  looks  were  of  the  sort 
certain  to  show  to  advantage  at  such  a 
moment,  when  all  were  waiting,  few  were 
interested,  and  most  were  tired.  His  appear- 
ance did  not  depend  at  all  on  the  varying 
influences  of  animation  or  action  ;  his  beauty 
was  that  of  colour  and  form,  and  remained 
the  same  in  his  most  passive  moments.  He 
looked  a  model  of  youthful  strength  and 
grace,  a  little  indolent  in  his  careless  ease,  a 
little  indifferent  in  his  calm  prosperity.  He 
was  the  only  one  of  the  four  who  at  all 
seemed  to  match  Violet  in  her  sweet  though 
quiet  bloom. 

When  Violet  entered,  Kedfern  turned  his 
eyes  towards  her  at  once ;  he  hoped  to  find 
in  her  face  an  answer  to  his  letter.  She  had 
always  forgiven  him  so  readily  before,  that 
he   half  expected  she   would  glance  at  him 
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with  a  smile  which  would  have  changed  every- 
thing without  the  need  of  words. 

She  did  not  look  at  him,  however ;  she  had 
evidently  perceived  him  as  she  entered,  and  so 
avoided  glancing  that  way.  His  countenance 
fell  a  little,  he  was  disappointed  at  once  ;  but 
he  went  forward  quietly,  and  placed  a  chair 
for  her.  Alfred  rose  too,  and  offered  her  a 
seat  at  the  same  moment ;  Violet  went 
steadily  on  and  took  the  one  he  gave  her, 
which  was  a  long  way  from  Redfern's  end  of 
the  room. 

Redfern  sat  down  silently,  and  rested  his 
head  on  his  hand  ;  he  did  not  raise  his  eyes 
from  the  carpet  for  a  long  time  afterwards  ; 
he  looked  bitter  and  desponding,  for  he  be- 
lieved that  Violet  was  determined  not  to 
forgive  him.  He  imagined  that  he  had  ex- 
pressed himself  clearly  in  that  letter ;  he  did 
not  fancy  for  a  moment  that  Violet  could 
doubt  its  meaning.  She  knew  very  well  that 
he  loved  her:  he  had  never  said  anything  that 
could  lead  her  to  believe  otherwise  ;  she  was 
angry  because  of  his  unreasonable  behaviour, 
but  she  knew  now  that  he  had  repented  it, 
and  if  she  had  willed  a  reconciliation,  she  had 
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only  to  accept  it ;  evidently  she  was  resolved 
not  to  accept  it,  and  the  sacrifice  he  had  so 
foolishly  urged  was  to  be  forced  upon  him. 

At  that  moment  there  was  little  good  or 
tender  feeling  in  his  heart ;  he  felt  sullenly 
miserable.  He  had  made  a  great  effort  to 
undo  his  folly,  and  the  effort  had  been  use- 
less ;  the  old  defiance  of  his  early  days 
slumbered  always  within  him,  it  was  roused 
again  now  ;  he  had  been  rejected  as  hope- 
lessly wicked  and  hateful,  and  was  therefore 
ready  to  accept  his  wickedness  and  hateful- 
ness,  and  fling  them  like  a  gauntlet  in  the 
face  of  the  world.  He  had  more  self-control 
now  than  in  his  boyhood  ;  he  sat  merely  quiet 
and  gloomy,  feeling  an  outcast  in  his  heart, 
though  none  of  them  guessed  it,  least  of  all 
Violet. 

No  one  knew  why  Mr.  Donaldson  had  sent 
for  them  all,  and  no  one  was  particularly  in- 
terested ;  it  was  some  business  form,  doubtless, 
which  he  wanted  them  to  go  through,  and  it 
w^ould  affect  nothing  important. 

Mr.  Donaldson,  however,  had  a  very 
serious  face,  and  began  to  speak  in  a  grave 
tone. 
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'^  I  have  something  very  important  to 
communicate  to  you,  Miss  Hilborough,"  he 
said,  as  he  took  some  papers  in  his  hand  and 
turned  to  her  ;  "it  cannot  astonish  you  more 
than  it  astonished  me  ;  it  has  taken  me  so  by 
surprise,  that  I  have  hardly  known  how  to 
act.  It  is  certain,  however,  that  I  ought  to 
inform  you  of  it,  and  under  these  pecuhar 
and  unexpected  circumstances  I  have  chosen 
to  tell  you  of  it  first  in  the  presence  of  such 
of  your  relatives  as  happen  to  be  in  my 
house,  that  it  may  be  well  understood  after- 
wards how  it  all  happened." 

He  paused  as  if  he  expected  Violet  to  say 
something,  she  answered  simply,  "  Yes/'  and 
he  went  on  slowly. 

"  You  will  find  yourself  placed  suddenly  in 
a  position  which  you  will  perhaps  think  an- 
noying and  embarrassing  ;  fortunately,  as  cir- 
cumstances stand,  it  will  be  nothing  worse 
than  that,  and  you  have  to  fear  no  serious 
loss  or  difficulty." 

Violet  assented  again ;  she  did  not  under- 
stand in  the  least  what  all  this  meant,  nor 
did  any  of  the  young  men ;  the  Scotchman's 
calm  and  deliberate  manner  deceived  them — 
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they  thought  there  was  nothing  really  im- 
portant to  be  revealed. 

'^  In  announcing  an  unpleasant  discovery 
to  you,  I  must  inform  you  that  up  to  this 
moment  no  one  is  aware  of  it  but  myself ;  I 
came  across  an  important  document  late  last 
night,  as  I  looked  through  some  loose  papers 
of  the  late  Mr.  Hilborough's  which  were  not 
supposed  to  be  of  any  consequence.  This 
document  was  not  known  to  exist  by  me  or 
by  any  one  else  ;  on  bringing  it  thus  acci- 
dentally to  light,  I  was  much  disturbed  and 
perplexed  ;  I  therefore  went  without  delay 
this  morning  to  obtain  legal  advice  on  the 
point.  Unfortunately,  legal  advice  is  not  easily 
obtained  in  this  part  of  the  world ;  I  missed 
seeing  the  only  solicitor  within  a  convenient 
distance,  and  returned  home  without  having 
ascertained  anything  at  all.  The  document, 
as  you  have  probably  guessed,  is  a  will  of  the 
late  Mr.  Hilborough." 

Mr.  Donaldson  paused  for  a  moment  after 
having  made  this  important  announcement. 
No  one  was  much  affected  by  it.  Violet 
merely  gazed  ^with  a  dull  wonder  before  her, 
not   feeling   astonished    that   other   changes 
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could  come  to  her  after  the  last  great  one. 
Redfern  was  not  concerned  in  the  matter 
now  Violet's  life  was  separate  from  his  ; 
Alfred  did  not  suppose  the  will  would  aifect 
him  at  all.  Gerald  was  the  only  person  who 
showed  any  curiosity  ;  he  had  a  vague  idea 
that  because  he  had  been  always  left  out  of 
the  wills  before,  he  ought  certainly  to  come 
in  now. 

"  When  I  went  to  Monkholme  to  see  Mr. 
Hilborough  in  his  last  illness,"  continued 
Mr.  Donaldson,  in  his  strong  distinct  voice, 
rolling  out  his  consonants  grandly,  and  at- 
tending carefully  to  his  punctuation  as  usual, 
"  he  showed  me  three  wills  made  by  him  at 
different  times  ;  the  last,  which  was,  however, 
unsigned,  he  destroyed  with  the  first  in  my 
presence  ;  the  second  of  the  three  he  intended 
to  leave  as  his  last  will  and  testament,  and 
he  died  believing  that  he  had  done  so." 

Mr.  Donaldson  paused  again  ;  Alfred 
changed  his  position  a  little,  Gerald  coughed 
rather  feebly,  but  no  one  hazarded  an  obser- 
vation. 

''  The  document  I  discovered  last  night  is 
however  an  earlier  copy  of  the  last  of  the 
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three  wills ;  it  was  evidently  the  first  rough 
draught  of  it,  but  it  is  properly  signed  and 
attested,  and  remains  by  its  date  the  last  and 
therefore  the  only  legal  will  of  Mr.  Hil- 
borough.  .Either  Mr.  Hilborough  had  for- 
gotten the  existence  of  this  first  draught,  or  he 
imagined  it  had  been  destroyed  long  before." 

Violet  raised  her  eyes,  Gerald  moved  his 
chair  noisily,  Alfred  drew  in  both  his  feet, 
and  leaned  forward  in  an  attitude  of  atten- 
tion ;  Redfern  alone  remained  perfectly  still, 
with  his  head  resting  on  his  hand,  and  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  floor. 

''  By  the  second  of  the  three  wills,  as  you 
are  all  aware,  the  whole  property  in  money 
and  land  went  to  Miss  Hilborough  on  her 
marriage  to  any  one  of  her  half- cousins,  with 
no  conditions  as  to  time  and  place ;  by  the 
third  will,  of  which  I  have  just  discovered  a 
copy,  the  property  is  left  to  her  in  the  same 
way,  but  with  the  condition  that  her  mar- 
riage should  take  place  on  or  before  her 
twenty-first  birthday." 

^'  Which  is  to-morrow,"  said  Alfred. 

"  Which  is  to-morrow,"  assented  Mr. 
Donaldson. 
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Gerald  uttered  under  his  breath  an  excla- 
mation that  ^'  Here  was  a  pretty  go  !" 

Violet's  face  flushed  crimson  ;  she  turned 
and  looked  instinctively  towards  Redfern, 
but  his  eyes  were  on  the  ground  still,  he  did 
not  lift  his  head.  The  flush  faded  out  of 
Violet's  cheek,  and  the  soft  sudden  light  from 
her  eyes  ;  she  bent  her  face  low  down  and 
was  silent. 

Mr.  Donaldson  resumed  :  ''  Whether  this 
will  could  have  held  good  if  it  had  been  dis- 
covered after  to-morrow,  I  do  not  know.  It 
was  certain  that  the  testator  believed  every 
copy  of  it  to  have  been  destroyed,  although 
this  one  has  been  accidentally  preserved  ;  it 
could  also  have  been  proved  that  the  persons 
most  concerned  were  willing  to  fulfil  the  con- 
ditions of  the  will  if  they  had  known  them  to 
exist ;  still  it  might  have  been  impossible  to 
to  avoid  a  law-suit,  which  can  now  be  easily 
escaped.  The  document  has  been  discovered 
in  time  for  the  conditions  of  it  to  be  fulfilled, 
it  only  therefore  remains  to  fulfil  them." 

Mr.  Donaldson  was  silent ;  he  had  finished 
his  explanation,  and  waited  for  some  one  to 
speak. 
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**  I  don't  quite  understand,"  said  Violet,  in 
a  low  but  clear  voice,  glancing  with  a  per- 
plexed look  at  Alfred,  as  if  she  felt  him  her 
only  sure  friend  there  ;  "  what  is  it  I  am  ex- 
pected to  do  V 

Mr.  Donaldson  cleared  his  throat. 

"  You  may  find  the  course  forced  upon  you 
inconvenient  and  agitating;  fortunately,  it 
cannot  be  really  distressing  to  any  one  ;  it 
only  hastens  an  event  which  would  have 
taken  place  later  on."  Violet  trembled  and 
flushed,  but  kept  her  head  drooping,  with  her 
face  in  the  shadow.  ^'You  were  to  have 
been  married  next  month,  you  must  be 
married  to-morrow  instead." 

No  one  glanced  at  Violet ;  even  Gerald 
had  the  politeness  to  study  his  own  elaborate 
boots,  for  surely  now  was  the  moment  when 
Redfern  ought  to  speak. 

Violet  lifted  her  head  and  turned  towards 
him ;  her  lips  were  parted  and  trembling,  her 
eyes  sought  him  with  a  look  of  troubled 
appeal,  but  he  never  raised  his  own.  In  his 
heart  was  no  hope  at  that  moment,  only  re- 
morse and  despair;  he  believed  he  had  lost  her 
for  ever,  just  when  she  had  been  so  nearly  his. 
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Violet's  eyes  fell  again,  then  they  wandered 
helplessly  round  the  room ;  her  face  grew  pale 
and  her  lips  colourless  ;  she  cast  one  more 
hurried  and  hopeless  glance  at  Redfern,  then 
bent  her  head  again  and  was  quite  still. 

Mr.  Donaldson  hfted  his  eyes  from  the 
papers,  wondering  at  so  long  a  silence;  Violet 
saw  the  movement,  and  was  compelled  to 
answer  it. 

"  Oh,  I  can't !"  she  uttered  suddenly,  in  a 
low  voice  like  a  cry  of  pain. 

Every  one  in  the  room  stirred  at  once, 
even  Redfern  raised  his  head  and  threw  it 
back  with  a  gesture  of  proud  despair.  The 
worst  had  come  to  him  ;  he  thouofht  he  heard 
in  those  words  the  final  expression  of  com- 
plete anger  and  dislike  ;  he  set  his  lips  firmly 
together,  and  turned  his  eyes  on  them  all 
with  the  defiance  of  hopelessness. 

Gerald  uttered  a  low  and  prolonged  whistle ; 
Mr.  Donaldson  looked  round  with  a  surprised 
and  disturbed  manner ;  the  mental  atmosphere 
of  the  room  was  not  at  all  what  he  had  ex- 
pected. 

''  I  am  sorry/'  he  said,  with  a  rather  em- 
barrassed air,  ^'  that  this  should  disturb  you 
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so  much.  Of  course,  you  will  feel  a  little 
doubt  and  embarrassment  at  being  obliged 
to  have  so  hasty  a  wedding ;  I  thought  there 
could  not  possibly  be  more  to  object  to  than 
that."  There  was  complete  silence.  '^  Per- 
haps," resumed  Mr.  Donaldson,  doubtfully, 
'^  I  have  made  a  mistake  in  announcing  this 
to  you  so  publicly,  but  as  your  engagement 
to  Mr.  Redfern  Hiiborough  had  been  so  long 
known  to  all  your  friends,  I  did  not  think 
you  would  care  about  it." 

There  was  silence  again  ;  Alfred  had  risen 
and  was  watching  Violet ;  he  crossed  the 
room  now  and  put  his  hand  on  Kedfern's 
shoulder. 

"  Why  don't  you  speak  to  her  ?"  he  asked 
quickly;  "  don't  you  see  that  you  must  ?" 

^^  I  can't,"  answered  Redfern  bitterly;  "no 
one  has  so  little  right." 

Violet  heard  his  voice,  though  it  was  so 
low ;  she  moved  her  head  a  little,  evidently 
listening. 

"  I  don't  quite  understand  the  difficulty 
that  seems  to  exist  somewhere,"  said  Mr. 
Donaldson;  "it  is  probable  that  Miss  Hii- 
borough feels  a  little  reluctance  and  confusion 
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at  this  moment,  but  even  if  there  should  exist 
some  slight  difference  at  present  between  her 
and  Mr.  Hilborough,  that  cannot  stand  be- 
tween them  at  such  a  time.  It  would  be  well 
perhaps  that  they  should  have  an  opportunity 
of  consulting  together  on  a  matter  of  such 
importance  ;  I  will  therefore  leave  them  here 
to  talk  it  over,  and  I  will  speak  to  them  on 
the  subject  as  soon  as  they  choose  after- 
wards." 

^'  No,  no,  no  !"  said  Yiolet  passionately,  half 
risinor  from  her  seat. 

o 

There  was  nothing  she  dreaded  so  much  at 
that  moment  as  being  left  alone  with  Red- 
fern,  or  forced  upon  him  in  any  way. 

"  I  am  afraid,"  said  Mr.  Donaldson,  with 
a  concerned  air,  ^^  there  is  a  much  more 
serious  difficulty  here  than  I  could  have 
imagined." 

Redfern  rose  and  stepped  forward ;  he  could 
no  longer  bear  the  thought  of  what  Violet 
was  enduring. 

"  Why  should  this  matter  be  forced  upon 
Miss  Hilborough  at  all  ?"  he  asked  abruptly, 
"  when  it  is  so  evidently  painful  to  her.  It 
does  not  matter  so  much  about  her  fortune  ; 
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why  should  she  be  married  unless  she  likes  ? 
Surely  she  may  be  left  free." 

''  Because,"  answered  Mr.  Donaldson,  turn- 
ing and  looking  at  him  keenly,  ''  her  decision 
now  affects  her  own  fortune  seriously,  and 
the  fortunes  of  some  others  for  whom  she 
ought  to  care.  Because  I  cannot  believe 
that  from  scruples  about  ceremony  a  young 
lady  will  injure  her  own  prospects  for  life 
and  the  prospects  of  her  sisters  ;  because,  also, 
I  cannot  understand  how  at  such  a  time, 
whatever  misunderstanding  may  have  existed 
before,  a  young  man  and  a  gentleman,  who 
has  been  so  long  engaged  to  her,  who  was 
trusted  by  her  grandfather  and  friends,  can 
have  any  hesitation  about  persuading  her  to 
marry  without  delay,  or  any  doubt  about 
succeeding,  unless  he  is  conscious  of  being 
more  to  blame  than  any  one  here  has  sup- 
posed." 

Bedfern  met  his  eye  firmly. 

**  That  is  because  you  mistake  my  posi- 
tion," he  replied;  ''my  eagagement  to  Miss 
Hilborough  was  broken  off  yesterday  after- 
noon." 

There  was  silence  again.  Alfred  had  left 
Bedfern,  and  stood  near  the  door. 
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''This  is  a  most  unfortunate  combination 
of  circumstances,"  observed  Mr.  Donaldson, 
speaking  with  an  effort,  "  one  wliich  I  could 
never  have  foreseen.  I  understand  little  of 
such  affairs,  and  am  deeply  grieved  that  Miss 
Hilborouofh  has  no  more  intimate  friend  in 
whom  to  confide,  and  with  whom  to  consult." 

**  I  don't  need  one,"  Violet  answered,  raising 
her  head  suddenly  and  speaking  quite  calmly  ; 
*'  will  you  please  to  tell  me  what  will  happen 
if  I  don't  carry  out  those  conditions  1" 

"  You  will  retain  an  interest  in  the  fortune 
in  money,  but  have  no  control  over  it  your- 
self;  the  lands  will  go  to  your  uncle  in  Canada, 
Mr.  Ralph  Hilborough,  and  your  sisters  will 
lose  their  legacies." 

"  Thank  you,"  answered  Violet ;  "  I  think 
I  understand." 

She  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  Mr. 
Donaldson  observed,  ''  There  is  no  need  for 
you  to  speak  any  decision  immediately  ;  for- 
tunately, here  in  Scotland  you  can  be  married 
at  a  moment's  notice,  and  you  can  take  time 
to  think  of  your  position,  and  speak  of  it  to 
me  later  on.  It  disturbs  me  more  than  I  can 
tell  you  to  have  placed  you  in  such  a  difficulty 
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without  being  able  to  help  you  at  all,  or  even 
to  understand  it  exactly." 

''  Thank  you,"  said  Violet,  "  I  don't  want 
any  time."  There  was  a  moment's  pause, 
then  she  looked  at  him  again  ;  towards  E-ed- 
fern  she  had  never  glanced  since  she  uttered 
her  first  passionate  objection.  "  After  to- 
morrow I  suppose  it  could  never  be  altered  ? 
I  could  not  undo  the  consequences  of  delay 
then  if  I  wished  ?"  she  asked. 

*^  Not  so  far  as  I  comprehend  legal  matters. 
You  have  the  opportunity  now  of  fulfilling 
the  conditions  of  the  will — it  can  never  come 
to  you  again." 

She  bent  her  head  down  once  more,  and 
every  one  waited,  for  it  was  evident  that  she 
intended  soon  to  speak  again.  She  sat  quite 
still ;  no  one  could  see  her  face ;  she  held  it 
down  in  the  shadow,  but  the  light  gleamed 
on  the  soft  folds  of  her  pale  blue  dress,  it 
touched  the  pale  golden  brown  of  her  hair 
and  the  faint  tints  of  the  rose  in  it.  Her 
hands  were  clasped  on  her  knee,  she  twisted 
her  fingers  together  restlessly,  and  her  foot 
in  its  pretty  shoe  pressed  nervously  against 
the   carpet.      Eedfern   guessed    the  mental 
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struggle  that  she  tried  to  hide  from  them  ; 
he  saw  the  anguish  of  her  eyes  and  lips  as 
distinctly  as  if  her  face  had  been  turned  ^to- 
wards him,  but  he  did  not  guess  how  the 
struggle  would  end ;  he  knew  only  that  she 
had  rejected  him  for  ever,  and  he  did  not 
imag^ine  that  the  fortune  in  land  was  of  much 
importance  to  her.  She  had  reasons  for 
thinking  it  so  that  he  was  ignorant  of. 

Violet  was  making  the  decision  of  her  life, 
or  rather,  she  had  made  it  already ;  it  had 
forced  itself  upon  her,  and  she  was  struggling 
for  strength  to  act  upon  it. 

Her  own  life  was  over,  and  the  Hfe  of 
others  was  in  her  hands.  How  could  she  go 
back  home  to  her  mother  and  sisters,  knowing 
that  her  own  selfishness  had  ruined  their  hap- 
piness ?  She  remembered  the  one  sister  pre- 
paring for  the  wedding  that  had  been  delayed 
so  long,  and  the  other  sister  trusting  in  the 
good  fortune  that  was  to  bring  her  health 
and  satisfaction  in  aspirations  that  had  been 
disappointed  till  now,  and  her  mother  relying 
on  the  help  that  was  to  keep  herself  from 
trouble  and  her  son  from  disgrace.  Could 
she  send  them  all  back  to  the  life  of  self- 
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denial  they  were  just  escaping  from,  and  for 
what  ?  What  remained  for  herself  if  she  did 
so  ?  Where  was  she  to  go,  and  who  would 
care  for  her  ?  Would  her  mother's  house  be 
any  home  to  her  afterwards,  when  Monk- 
holme  was  closed  to  her  ?  Would  her  family 
have  any  affection  to  give  to  her  when  she 
had  no  one  else  to  give  it  ?  She  wanted 
some  love  and  comfort  bitterly  and  sorely  ; 
she  wanted  some  help  and  refuge  in  human 
tenderness.  Would  it  hurt  her  to  save  them 
all — since  her  own  true  life  was  lost — and 
trust  a  little  in  an  affection  she  needed  so 
very  much  ?  She  put  Redfern  out  of  her 
mind  entirely ;  he  was  gone,  he  was  dead  to 
her  ;  if  she  had  had  twenty  years  in  which  to 
forgive  him  and  be  reconciled,  instead  of  as 
many  hours,  she  would  never  have  done  it 
then.  That  moment's  silence  and  averted 
look  had  closed  her  heart  to  all  conciliation 
for  ever  ;  he  might  have  saved  her  then  ;  he 
had  forsaken  her  when  her  own  love  for  him 
had  rendered  her  helpless  and  forbidden  any 
appeal ;  after  that  there  could  be  no  more 
union  between  them  in  any  future  years. 
She  knew  she  could  only  delay  her  speech 
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for  a  few  moments  ;  she  did  not  wish  to  delay- 
it  longer ;  she  wanted  to  take  the  last  decisive 
step,  and  turn  her  face  away  from  her  old  life 
at  once,  shutting  the  door  of  it  behind  her  for 
evermore. 

But  she  waited,  because  speech  was  diffi- 
cult to  find,  and  dreadful  to  utter  ;  she  had 
to  smother  the  despair  in  her  heart,  and  tell 
them  all  her  decision  calmly. 

Every  one  waited  too,  in  silent  and  uneasy- 
suspense.  Gerald  was  the  most  indifferent 
to  what  happened,  and  he  observed  at  last, 
with  the  ease  and  calmness  of  selfish  stupidity, 
"  I  think  Mr.  Donaldson  ought  to  assure  my 
cousin  Letty,  on  the  part  of  Alfred  and  my- 
self— I  am  sure  I  can  speak  for  us  both — that 
as  Kedfern  Hilborough  seems  suddenly  put 
out  of  the  question — I  never  thought  he  was 
the  right  man  myself — we  shall  either  of  us 
be  exceedingly  happy  to  help  her  to  fulfil  the 
conditions  of  the  will  as  soon  as  she  likes  to 
do  it." 

Violet's  arms  moved  with  a  shudder,  and 
Kedfern  glanced  wrathfully  across  at  the 
speaker. 

"  Be   quiet,    Gerald,"    said   Alfred   impa- 
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tiently  ;  '^  you  can  at  least  be  silent,  if  you 
can't  go  away." 

But  Gerald  only  thought  that  last  obser- 
vation unfair,  as  Alfred  did  not  go  away 
himself. 

Violet  was  at  last  roused  to  speak ;  she 
lifted  her  head  with  a  miserable  look  to  Mr. 
Donaldson. 

*^  And  it  must  be  to-morrow — to-morrow  ? 
— no  later  than  that  ?"  she  asked. 

''  Yes,  to-morrow ;  I  am  sorry — take  a 
little  more  time  to  consider — we  will  go  away 
— you  might  talk  to  my  sister,"  replied  her 
guardian,  looking  infinitely  disturbed. 

She  did  not  seem  to  hear  him ;  she  looked 
down  again,  and  twisted  her  hands  together ; 
then  she  rose,  and  lifted  her  head  into  the 
light. 

Every  one  looked  at  her ;  she  seemed  to 
have  prepared  herself  for  some  great  effort ; 
her  face  was  quite  pale,  and  her  eyes  wild 
and  hopeless.  She  walked  slowly  across  the 
room ;  she  had  to  pass  Redfern  as  she  did  so, 
but  she  took  no  notice  of  him,  and  went  on 
to  Alfred,  who  was  standing  looking  anxious 
and  distressed ;  she  put  put  her  hands  to  him 
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with  a  blank  and  piteous  look,  and  said,  quite 
distinctly,  but  in  broken  little  utterances, 

"  Will  you  take  me  now,  Alfred,  after  all  ? 
There  is  no  one  in  the  world  who  loves  me 
really  except  you." 

Then  her  head  fell  forward  again,  and  the 
great  effort  being  made,  she  trembled  visibly. 
Alfred  caught  her  with  his  arm,  he  held  it 
round  her  closely,  and  with  a  passionate  sob, 
she  let  her  face  fall  upon  his  shoulder. 

Every  one  in  the  room  rose  at  once,  and 
even  Gerald  wished  himself  in  any  other 
place.  Alfred,  however,  thought  of  no  one 
but  Violet ;  he  could  feel  her  trembling  so 
much  that  he  was  alarmed.  He  bent  over  her, 
whispering  hurriedly,  "  Letty,  darling,  don't! 
Never  mind  it  all ;  dear  Letty,  my  dearest, 
you  shall  be  happy  yet  !"  and  he  kissed  ten- 
derly again  and  again  her  smooth  cold  cheek 
where  it  was  not  hidden  against  him. 

He  had  no  feeling  of  selfish  satisfaction  at 
that  moment,  nor  did  he  mean  to  ratify  the 
contract  she  had  proposed  to  him  ;  his  only 
thoTight  —  whatever  those  present  might 
imagine — was  to  soothe  and  comfort  her  as 
he  had  been  used  to  do  in  the  old  early  days, 


92  THE  GARDEN  AT  MONKHOLME. 

when  they  were  sufficient  for  each  other,  and 
Redfern  had  no  part  in  their  Hves. 

Redfern  pushed  his  chair  back  with  fierce 
impatience  and  came  forward ;  the  results  of 
his  conduct  were  much  more  painful  than  any 
he  could  have  dreamt  of 

Alfred  glanced  towards  him  and  spoke 
angrily,  "  Is  there  nothing  you  can  say, 
Redfern  ?     Are  you  mad,  or  wicked  ?" 

*'  Both,  probably,"  answered  Kedfern  bit- 
terly ;  ''in  any  case,  there  is  no  man  in  the 
world  who  has  so  little  right  to  interfere  with 
anything  Violet  may  choose  to  say  or  do  now. 
Have  I  not  meddled  with  her  life  enough  ?" 

Violet  seemed  as  unconscious  of  his  words 
as  she  had  been  of  Alfred's  caresses.  She 
raised  her  head,  and  though  she  had  sobbed 
so  convulsively  before,  her  eyes  were  quite 
dry  and  tearless. 

"  Will  you  take  me  away  T  she  said,  ap- 
pealing to  Alfred,  and  looking  at  no  one  else. 

''  Miss  Hilborough,"  said  Mr.  Donaldson 
quickly,  ''  I  cannot  let  you  act  so  hastily  in 
an  important  matter  ;  we  will  leave  this  ques- 
tion till  to-morrow  morning." 

"  No,"  she  answered,  ''  I  have  decided.     I 
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know  quite  well  what  I  mean.  Why  should 
I  not  marry  Alfred  1  he  has  always  been  good 
to  me,  and  there  is  no  one  else.  I  shall  come 
of  age  to-morrow,  you  know,"  she  added, 
''  and  I  can  please  myself."  Mr.  Donaldson 
answered  nothing.  ''  Will  you  take  me 
away  1"  Violet  said  again  to  Alfred.  "  I 
have  said  everything.     Surely  I  may  go." 

She  drew  herself  away  from  him  and 
turned  to  leave  them.  Alfred  followed  her 
silently ;  she  walked  erectly  at  first,  but  she 
soon  began  to  tremble  again,  he  put  his  arm 
round  her  supportingly,  and  they  went  put 
so,  Alfred  closing  the  door  behind  them. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

THE    EVE    OF   A   WEDDING, 

There  was  silence  for  a  moment  afterwards  ; 
then  Mr.  Donaldson  turned  to  Gerald.  "  I 
think,"  he  observed^  ''you  had  better  leave 
us  alone." 

Gerald  went  at  once,  and  Redfern  stood 
waiting ;  he  was  ready  to  accept  any  amount 
of  anger.  Mr.  Donaldson,  however,  was  not 
eager  to  express  it ;  his  indignation  was  too 
great  to '  be  uttered  easily.  He  turned  over 
the  papers  on  the  table  before  he  lifted  his 
eye  and  fixed  it  on  Redfern. 

"  Mr.  Hilborough,"  he  said,  "  you  and 
Miss  Hilborough  know  how  much  you  are 
to  blame  in  this  matter,  no  one  else  can 
speak  of  it  with  certainty." 
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*'  Others  can  form  conclusions,"  said  Red- 
fern. 

"  No  doubt  they  can.  It  would  be  most 
difficult  and  unpleasant  for  me  to  express  the 
conclusion  I  have  come  to.  I  never  had  a 
favourable  idea  of  your  character,  but  at  this 
moment  there  is  hardly  any  other  man  in 
England  whom  I  would  not  sooner  call  my 
friend." 

''  You  are  perfectly  just,"  said  Eedfern ; 
"  I  hope  you  don't  imagine  any  one  could 
have  a  worse  opinion  of  me  than  I  have  of 
myself." 

"  There  can  only  be  one  subject  of  congra- 
tulation in  the  affair, "  said  Mr.  Donaldson, 
"  and  that  is  that  Miss  Hilborough  has  es- 
caped a  marriage  which  could  hardly  bring 
her  happiness." 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you,"  said  Redfern. 
"  Then  there  is  nothing  to  be  said  further. 
Of  course  you  are  leaving  here  to-morrow  ?" 

"  Of  course,"  replied  Redfern,  "  to-night  if 
you  wish  it." 

''  By  no  means  ;  I  should  prefer  you  to 
remain  here  till  I  understand  everything 
more  clearly." 
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Alfred  entered  as  the  last  sentence  was 
being  uttered.  He  went  up  to  Redfern  and 
put  his  hand  on  his  shoulder,  looking  at  him 
earnestly. 

*'  I  wonder,  on  the  whole,  that  you  like  to 
touch  me/'  said  Redfern. 

*^  As  if  I  thought  of  you  at  all !"  replied 
Alfred.  "  Can't  you  forget  yourself  for  five 
minutes  ?" 

"  I  might,"  Redfern  answered,  '^  if  I  had 
any  other  thing  left  to  think  of" 

^^  There  is  Violet.  You  must  go  and  speak 
to  her.     It  is  not  too  late  yet." 

^'  I  !"  said  Redfern,  starting  violently. 

"  Who  else  ?  There  is  some  dreadful  mis- 
take between  you.     Go  and  put  it  right." 

"  And  you  send  me." 

"  Why  not.  Do  you  think  I  want  to 
secure  my  happiness  at  the  cost  of  hers  ?  Is 
that  your  way  of  loving  a  woman  ?" 

Hedfern  turned  from  him  and  spoke  in  a 
low  voice. 

^'  It  is  no  use,  Alfred,  I  can't  go.  What 
right  have  I  to  speak  to  her  again  ?  You 
are  generous,  but  it  is  too  late  for  that.  She 
has  chosen  you,  and  not  me." 
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"  That  is  nonsense  ;  it  is  you  whom  she 
loves,  it  is  you  whom  she  must  marry.  Go 
to  her  at  once." 

Eedfern  turned  to  Mr.  Donaldson.  "  Do 
you  say  that  I  may  1   I  have  no  rights  now." 

"  Yes  ;  go.  It  is  too  late  to  wish  that  you 
had  never  seen  her.  If  you  can  make  your 
peace  with  her,  do  it  without  delay.  It  is  the 
best  thing  left  to  do." 

"  I  think  you  are  aU  mad,"  said  Redfern ; 
^'  I  have  tried  to  save  her,  and  she  has  tried 
to  save  herself,  but  you  won't  help  us.  If  I 
were  either  of  you  two,  and  had  the  rights 
you  have,  I  would  sooner  see  myself  turned 
out  of  the  house  at  this  minute  than  let  me 
speak  another  word  to  her."  With  which 
words  he  left  the  room. 

Alfred  had  taken  Violet  to  her  own  sitting- 
room  ;  they  had  spoken  no  word  on  the  way, 
and  when  they  reached  it  Violet  sat  down 
and  turned  to  him  wearily. 

"  Will  you  go  away  now  ?"  she  said ;  "  I 
will  see  you  again  after,  but  I  do  so  want  to 
be  by  myself." 

"  I  will  go,"  Alfred  answered  gently ; 
"  don't  think,  dear,  that  you  shall  have  me 
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for  a  minute  longer  than  you  want,  and  don't 
be  quite  miserable  ;  I  will  try  to  put  every- 
thing right  yet." 

'*  Thank  you/'  said  Violet,  not  understand- 
ing him,  ^^  you  are  very  good  to  me.  I  dare 
say  I  shall  be  grateful  to  you  some  day,  if  you 
will  wait." 

He  went  without  further  words,  and  then 
Violet  controlled  herself  no  longer  ;  she  put 
her  arms  on  the  table  and  dropped  her  head 
upon  them  with  a  feeling  of  utter  desolation. 
She  was  too  wretched  to  cry  or  sob ;  she  felt 
stricken  down  by  such  a  weight  of  despair, 
that  she  had  no  strength  to  struggle  against 
it.  She  felt  completely  lost  and  alone ;  she 
seemed  to  wait  in  a  black  silence  and  solitude 
for  some  sign  of  help  to  come  to  her ;  her 
eyes  were  hidden,  but  in  her  heart  she 
watched  and  listened  dumbly  and  yearningly 
for  some  answer  to  her  great  need,  for  some- 
thing to  speak  to  her  or  touch  her  from  the 
great  silences  about  the  world. 

She  was  aroused  by  the  sound  of  a  hesi- 
tating step ;  she  lifted  her  eyes  blankly,  and 
saw  Bedfern  standing  near  her. 

He  had  knocked  at  the  door  unnoticed, 
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and  then  had  ventured  to  come  in  ;  now  he 
stood  waiting. 

Her  eyes  hardly  recognised  him  at  first ; 
they  gazed  at  him  drearily,  without  surprise 
or  interest. 

He  did  not  go  nearer  to  her ;  there  was 
pity  as  well  as  remorse  in  his  look.  "  Violet!" 
he  said,  and  added  nothing  more. 

^^  Eedfern !"  she  answered,  as  if  his  voice 
awakened  her.  She  rose  and  stood  upright, 
looking  at  him  calmly  and  fearlessly.  "  Why 
have  you  dared  to  come  here  1"  she  asked. 

^^  I  can't  tell,"  he  answered,  humbly,  "  it 
was  my  last  chance." 

*'  No,"  said  Violet,  "  your  last  chance  had 
gone  before." 

'     "  Then  you  will  let^  me  say  nothing  ?"  he 
asked. 

''  To-morrow  I  shall  be  Alfred's  wife  ;  you 
can  judge  yourself  if  it  is  right  for  you  to  be 
speaking  to  me  now." 

**  To-morrow  will  be  too  late  ;  but  to-night 
— will  you  not  hear  me  yet  ?" 

'^  I  will  never  hear  you.  You  let  me  go 
for  want  of  a  single  word,  that  I,  a  woman, 
could  not  utter — and  you  knew  I  loved  you." 

43—2 
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"  I  did  not  know  it." 

Violet  smiled  very  coldly. 

"  That  was  a  dreadful  minute  to  me  ;  you 
must  have  known  it  was,  and  you  neither 
looked  nor  spoke ;  you  lost  me  then,  and  you 
could  not  have  me  again — never  again — 
though  I  might  marry  no  one  for  twenty 
years.  Do  you  understand  me  ?"  She  spoke 
quite  gently  now,  and  looked  at  him  stead- 
fastly. 

"  Yes,"  said  Redfern  ;  "  I  beg  your  pardon, 
and  I  will  go." 

"  I  wonder,"  she  said,  speaking  still  with 
self-possession,  ''  that  you  ever  dared  to 
come." 

"  I  never  should  have  done,"  he  answered, 
*'  if  Alfred  had  not  sent  me." 

"Did  Alfred?"  thought  Violet,  "he  is 
always  generous  and  kind,"  but  even  that 
thought  left  her  as  the  door  closed  again, 
and  her  head  fell  down  wearily  on  her  hands. 

The  hours  passed  away  slowly  and  sorrow- 
fully. Violet  was  too  unhappy  to  seek  any 
other  rest  than  she  could  find  there  sitting 
with  her  tired  and  aching  head  lying  on  her 
arms.     Mr.   Donaldson  sent  to  know  if  she 


THE  EYE  OF  A   WEDDING.  101 

would  not  see  him  again  that  night,  but  she 
begged  to  be  excused. 

She  had  quite  made  up  her  mind,  she  said ; 
she  knew  that  she  would  not  change,  only 
she  did  not  want  to  talk  to  any  one  to-night. 
In  the  morning  she  would  see  him  and  Alfred 
too,  he  could  speak  meanwhile  to  Alfred,  in 
whom  she  trusted  entirely  ;  Mr.  Donaldson 
would  know  soon  that  she  was  quite  right  to 
do  so.  She  hoped  Mr.  Donaldson  would 
make  all  arrano^ements  for  her  weddinof,  she 
would  hke  to  be  married  as  solemnly  as  pos- 
sible, so  that  it  might  seem  almost  hke  a 
weddino^  at  home. 

She  sent  these  messages  by  Lucy,  whose 
face  was  the  only  one  she  could  just  then 
bear  to  see  ;  it  had  belonged  to  her  old  home 
and  the  memories  of  her  old  hfe. 

'^  Something  very  strange  has  happened, 
Lucy,"  she  said,  looking  at  her  maid  wistfully, 
as  if  yearning  for  some  womanly  sympathy, 
"  I  am  going  to  be  married  to-morrow." 

"  Really,"  said  Lucy,  flushing  and  beam- 
ing, "  that  is  sudden,  Miss  Hilborough." 

"It  is  because  of  Mr.  Hilborouo^h's  will," 
Violet  said. 
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^'  I  hope  you  don't  mind  about  it  being  in 
such  a  hurry/'  said  Lucy  sympathetically, 
''  you  do  look  pale  to-night.  Perhaps  that 
was  what  put  you  out  before.  Mr.  Redfern, 
I  suppose " 

"  It  is  not  Mr.  Eedfern,"  said  Violet,  her 
face  crimsoning  at  once,  though  her  eyes  did 
not  fall,  ''  it  is  Mr.  Alfred  Hilborough." 

"  Oh,  indeed,  miss,"  answered  Lucy,  turn- 
ing away,  and  not  adding  another  word. 

Miss  Donaldson  persisted  in  coming  in  to 
see  Violet;  her  brother  was  very  anxious 
about  his  ward,  and  was  much  disturbed  to 
think  that  she  had  no  friend  near  her  at  this 
time ;  he  comprehended  that  she  must  long 
to  relieve  her  heart  in  some  confidence  to  a 
woman  who  could  understand  and  comfort 
her,  so  he  begged  his  sister  to  go. 

Violet  could  not  refuse  to  see  Miss  Donald- 
son, especially  at  such  a  time,  but  she  could 
not  bear  to  receive  pity  from  any  one  for  her 
great  loss,  and  she  could  still  less  endure  to 
hear  any  implied  censure  of  E^edfern  ;  the  tie 
between  them  had  been  too  close  and  too 
lately  broken  for  her  to  suffer  any  handling 
of  it  from  strange  fingers. 
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She  received  her  hostess  quite  calmly,  and 
seemed  to  be  ready  for  no  condolence  ;  there 
was  dignity  and  reserve  in  her  manner,  as  if 
she  did  not  comprehend  that  condolence  was 
needed. 

Miss  Donaldson  was  the  least  at  ease 
of  the  two  ;  her  manner  was  nervous  and 
anxious,  for  she  was  disturbed  out  of  her 
usual  calm  preciseness,  and  felt  that  some- 
thing was  required  of  her,  without  under- 
standinof  what.  She  knew  that  some  one 
ought  to  talk  to  Violet  and  try  to  find  out 
her  feehngs  and  wishes,  helping  her  to  see 
them  clearly  herself  and  to  decide  prudently 
afterwards  ;  but  she  herself  had  no  idea  how 
to  speak  ;  the  prim  habits  that  had  not  de- 
stroyed her  kindly  heart  had  narrowed  its 
powers  of  action,  and  the  crisis  that  would 
have  aroused  some  women  to  unusual  force 
of  sympathy,  only  rendered  her  helpless  and 
frightened. 

She  advised  Violet  to  do  nothing  in  a 
hurry,  above  all,  not  to  marry  any  one  she 
did  not  really  like  ;  but  Violet  assured  her 
composedly  that  she  was  not  acting  in  a 
hurry,  and  that  she  really  Hked  Alfred  Hil- 
borough — she  had  liked  him  all  her  life. 
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Then  Miss  Donaldson  suggested  witli  still 
more  awkwardness  and  hesitation  that  she 
ought  not  to  marry  him  if  she  still  liked  Mr. 
E-edfern  Hilborough,  and  Violet  answered 
quietly,  looking  at  her  with  clear  and  calm 
grey  eyes,  ^*  Don't  you  think  it  will  be  kind 
of  my  friends  not  to  speak  to  me  any  more 
of  my  cousin  Redfern  Hilborough  ?" 

It  was  long  since  she  had  called  him  "  my 
cousin  ;"  the  appellation  sounded  strange  in 
her  own  ears  after  having  known  him  in  so 
much  nearer  a  relationship. 

'^  Yes,  if  you  are  quite  sure  you  don't  care 
for  him  yet,"  replied  Miss  Donaldson  anxi- 
ously, ^*  if  you  can't  possibly  be  reconciled." 

"  My  deliberate  choice  is,"  said  Violet,  ''  to 
be  saved,  any  way,  from  knowing  him  any 
more." 

'^  I  am  afraid  that  is  not  indifference,"  said 
Miss  Donaldson,  rising  to  go. 

"  It  is  certainly  not  affection,"  replied 
Violet. 

**  You  will  have  to  please  yourself,  after 
all,  though  it  is  but  a  sad  affair  at  best ;  but 
can  I  be  any  help  or  comfort  to  you  at  all  ? 
I  wish  your  mother  might  be  here  to  be  with 

you.'' 
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"  I  want  no  help,  thank  you,  none  at  all," 
answered  Violet. 

"  Can  I  do  nothing  for  you  that  you  would 

like  r 

"  Nothing ;  I  have  all  I  want,  Lucy  attends 
to  me." 

So  Miss  Donaldson  went  away,  her  kind 
intentions  frustrated,  and  she  herself  awed 
and  frightened  at  Violet's  composure. 

Violet  went  back  to  her  old  position  of 
tired  despondency  as  soon  as  she  was  alone  ; 
she  could  make  no  effort  just  then  but  to 
endure  quietly,  to  be  silent  till  the  great  trial 
was  over. 

Lucy  came  in  softly  and  looked  at  her  with 
pity ;  she  understood  little  of  w^hat  had  hap- 
pened, only  it  seemed  that  her  young  mistress 
was  being  sacrificed  either  to  somebody's  will 
or  to  somebody's  fancies.  She  went  forward 
and  gently  touched  Violet's  clasped  hands  as 
they  lay  on  the  table  before  her. 

"  Don't  take  on  so  about  it,  Miss  Letty," 
she  said  sympathetically,  "  I  dare  say  it  will 
all  look  brio'ht  ao^ain  soon." 

Violet  hfted  her  head,  and  raised  her  sad 
eyes  wistfully  to  her  maid's,  as  if  glad  of  any 
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touch  of  kindred  feeling  and  human  tender- 
ness. 

'^  Thank  you,"  she  said,  and  waited  mutely 
for  more. 

"  I  don't  doubt  you'll  be  happy,"  said  Lucy 
again,    '*  and   of  the   two    Mr.    Alfred   was   . 
always  the  pleasantest  spoken  and  the  nicest 
looking." 

Violet  drew  back  her  hands  and  turned 
from  her. 

"  You  can  leave  me  now,"  she  said,  with  a 
kind  of  gentle  patience ;  ^^  I  shall  not  go  to 
bed  to-night." 

Her  manner,  though  so  quiet,  had  too  much 
decision  in  it  for  any  appeal ;  Lucy  departed 
and  left  her  quite  alone. 
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CHAPTER   XL 


violet's  birthday. 


Violet  was  married  the  next  morning.  She 
had  dressed  herself  in  white^  without  any 
ornament,  but  she  looked  much  too  pale  and 
sad  for  a  bride.  She  was  quite  calm,  even 
courageous,  and  disturbed  no  one  by  hesitation 
or  passionate  distress.  Before  the  wedding 
she  had  interviews  with  Alfred  and  with  her 
guardian,  and  she  overcame  the  opposition  of 
both  of  them  by  her  clearness  and  self- 
possession. 

She  saw  Alfred  first,  and  at  her  own 
request.  He  was  still  anxious  to  persuade 
her  to  marry  Redfern  and  not  himself;  but 
she  was  unchangeable  in  her  decision. 

"  If  you  won't  marry  me,"  she  said,  gazing 
at  him  with  steadfast  grey  eyes,   ''  I   shall 
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have  to  marry  Gerald,  and  I  would  sooner 
die." 

So  he  gave  way,  only  saying,  '^  I  hope  you 
will  some  day  forgive  me  for  having  done  as 
you  wished." 

Then  she  asked  him  another  favour,  and 
that  was  that  he  would  go  away  as  soon  as 
they  were  married,  and  leave  her  to  herself 
for  a  few  weeks. 

"  I  will  do  just  what  you  wish,"  he 
answered ;  "I  was  going  away  to-morrow 
with  Redfern ;  I  will  go  with  him  this  after- 
noon." 

"  Thank  you,"  she  said ;  "  I  dare  say  in  a 
little  while  I  shall  know  how  to  be  grateful 
to  you ;  just  now  I  can't." 

"  I  will  wait,"  he  replied. 

She  was  silent  for  a  few  moments,  and 
then  she  looked  at  him  with  a  kind  of 
remorseful  regret ;  ^'  You  have  always  been 
so  kind  to  me,"  she  said,  "  if  you  will  only 
be  patient,  I  know  I  shall  like  you  again ;  I 
always  liked  you  before ;  I  do  want  some- 
body to  love  me,  but  at  present — at  present 
— oh  I  I  can't  think  of  you  now." 

"  I  don't  ask   you   to   do,"  he  answered, 
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rising,  as  she  turned  her  face  from  him ; 
"  trust  me  as  much  as  you  can — even  to  ask 
nothing  from  jou  that  you  are  not  ready  to 
give." 

"  Yes;  I  do,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  ''  or 
else  it  would  be  too  hard  for  me." 

''You  know,  Letty,"  he  went  on  hastily, 
"  I  marry  you  to  please  yourself,  and  not 
me " 

"Yes,  I  know,"  she  said,  humbly  and 
sadly. 

"  But  I  will  never  come  to  you  or  claim 
you  unless  you  want  me ;  you  shall  be  as  free 
afterwards  as  you  are  now." 

"  I  ask  too  much  from  you,"  she  said 
suddenly ;  "  you  ought  not  to  let  me  darken 
your  hfe  so." 

"It  is  nothing,"  he  answered  quickly,  "  I 
should  never  have  married ;  and  for  myself  I 
could  ask  nothing  better  than  to  be  of  any 
service  to  you.  It  is  of  you  I  think ;  I  only 
trust  the  day  may  never  come  when  you  will 
hate  me  for  having  done  this." 

"  Do  you  think  that  is  possible  ?"  she  asked, 
turning  her  eyes  wonderingly  upon  him. 

"  I   don't   see  how  you  can  help  it,"  he 
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answered;    "however   you   may  have  liked 
me  before." 

She  waited  a  Httle  before  she  spoke  again. 
"  I  think  you  are  wrong,"  she  said  earnestly ; 
"  I  don't  think  I  ever  shall." 

Then  he  left  her,  and  Mr.  Donaldson  came  ; 
there  was  very  little  to  be  said  to  him ;  she 
only  desired  to  be  allowed  to  remain  still  in 
his  house — she  did  not  wish  to  go  to  her 
mother's  house,  or  back  to  Monkholme ;  and 
of  course  he  was  willing  that  she  should  still 
be  his  sister's  guest. 

Redfern  and  Gerald  remained  till  after  the 
ceremony ;  by  Violet's  own  wish  they  were 
both  present  when  she  was  married ;  she  said 
she  was  neither  afraid  nor  ashamed  of  what 
she  did,  and  would  like  all  her  friends  to  be 
there.  When  Mr.  Donaldson  suggested  that 
Redfern's  presence  might  be  painful  both  to 
her  and  to  himself,  she  answered  still,  "  Let 
him  come,  I  want  him  to  be  there.  We  are 
nothing  now  to  one  another  but  cousins  and 
friends  ;  do  you  think  that  we  have  quarrelled, 
or  that  I  am  afraid  of  seeing  him  ?" 

She  looked  at  him  bravely  as  she  spoke,  as 
if  she  would  still  have  defied  the  world  for 
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his  sake  and  her  own,  and  contradicted  by- 
he  r  conduct  all  the  interpretation  it  would 
put  on  their  past  actions. 

So  Redfern  was  present  at  the  marriage, 
which  took  place  in  the  drawing-room.  He 
was  obedient  to  her  ^vish  in  this  last  moment, 
and  would  have  obeyed  her  then,  whatever 
hard  thing  she  had  asked  of  him.  He  kept 
in  the  background^  however,  and  she  never 
even  turned  her  eyes  his  way ;  but  they  were 
each  conscious  of  the  other's  presence,  and 
hardly  of  anything  else.  It  was  their  last 
hour  together ;  they  were  still  so  near,  and 
yet  for  ever  separated  ;  looks  and  speech  were 
henceforth  denied  to  them ;  all  through  the 
brief  ceremony — which  seemed  dream-like 
and  unreal,  so  that  she  went  through  it  indif- 
ferently, as  if  it  did  not  really  concern  her  at 
all  —  Yiolet  was  aware  of  the  slight,  dark 
figure  that  stood  a  little  in  the  shadow,  with 
a  quiet  face  and  very  hopeless  eyes ;  and 
Kedfern  heard  her  voice,  and  saw  the  white 
orleam  of  her  dress,  but  he  saw  it  with  the 
calmness  and  gloomy  indijfference  of  complete 
isolation  and  despair.  Two  days  of  madness 
seemed  too  brief  a  period  to  part  those  who 
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had  been  so  long  united  in  such  a  close 
affection,  yet  it  already  looked  a  long  time 
since  they  had  smiled  on  one  another  with 
happy  eyes,  and  each  turned  to  listen  earnestly 
to  whatever  the  other  said. 

Alfred  had  loved  Violet  nearly  all  her  life, 
yet  of  all  those  present  at  this  strange  wed- 
ding, it  was  he  who  most  earnestly  wished 
that  it  had  not  needed  to  take  place.  Violet 
was  sustained  by  a  sense  of  escape,  she  was 
strong  with  the  feeling  of  action  and  resolve ; 
she  knew  she  was  putting  Redfern  entirely 
out  of  her  life,  and  making  herself  safe  for 
ever  from  his  love  and  his  unkindness.  Red- 
fern  too,  in  a  kind  of  bitter  despair,  rejoiced 
that  she  was  saved  from  a  life  with  him,  and 
from  the  cruelty  of  his  affection :  but  the 
bridegroom  himself  knew  that  he  was  being 
placed  as  an  insuperable  barrier  between 
Violet  and  what  she  cared  for  most-;  he  knew 
that  he  was  helping  her  to  make  her  loss 
irretrievable,  and  to  convert  a  passing  trouble 
into  a  life-long  regret. 

He  went  through  his  part  firmly,  however  ; 
he  knew  that  at  least  it  would  give  him  the 
right    to   take   care   of  Violet   always,   and 
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let    her   suflPer   from    no    unkindness    or   in- 
j  ustice. 

When  the  wedding  was  over  every  one 
came  forward  and  shook  hands  with  the 
bride,  except  Alfred  and  Redfern.  Violet 
received  these  salutations  passively,  but  when 
Kedfern  came  forward,  rather  slowly  and 
doubtfully,  and  put  out  his  hand  also,  she 
shrank  back  and  turned  from  him  trembling. 

Redfern  went  away  without  a  word.  This 
was  only  the  last  bitter  drop  of  a  very  full 
cup ;  he  had  longed  despairingly  for  a  little 
sign  of  forgiveness  before  they  parted ;  he 
had  thought  that,  protected  by  the  presence 
of  the  others,  she  might  have  granted  it  to 
him ;  but  it  seemed  that  she  could  not  bear 
even  to  touch  his  hand  again.  He  told  him- 
self, with  bitter  self- scorn,  that  it  was  better 
so,  and  that  he  was  verv  well  content. 

Alfred  alone  of  them  all  did  not  offer  any 
attention  to  his  own  wife ;  he  stood  aloof 
from  the  rest,  comprehending  that  the  trust 
which  had  given  him  every  right,  shut  him 
out  effectually  from  demanding  the  smallest 
one.  The  bitter  part  of  his  situation  was, 
that  while  she  might  have  received  his  af- 
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fection  gratefully  without  this  last  close  tie, 
she  must  now  shrink  from  it  as  a  reminder  or 
a  claim. 

So  she  left  the  room  without  having  spoken 
to  either  of  the  two  men  who  were  the  dearest 
to  her,  her  husband,  and  he  who  had  so  lately 
been  her  lover. 

She  did  not  notice,  when  she  returned  to 
her  own  sitting-room,  that  the  letter  had 
gone  from  the  table ;  she  had  even  forgotten 
its  existence,  though  she  had  written  it  so 
few  hours  before :  but  that  action  had  belonged 
to  another  life,  which  had  fallen  away  from 
her  into  a  dreary  blackness  almost  out  of 
sight  and  memory,  as  a  great  stone  falls 
suddenly  and  quickly  over  a  precijDice  and  is 
lost  at  once  in  the  darkness  below.  Life 
sometimes  goes  for  a  great  distance  over  a 
level  plain,  where  it  takes  a  long  walk  to 
change  the  aspect  of  the  things  about  us,  but 
there  exist  in  it  these  great  and  sudden 
breaks,  and  the  ideas  of  a  life-time  slip 
suddenly  from  us,  and  disappear  at  once  and 
for  ever. 

The  Tetter  had  gone,  however,  for  Lucy  had 
ound  it  there,  and  had  held  it  meditatively 
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in  her  fingers  for  some  time,  wondering  what 
ought  to  be  done  with  it.  It  was  left  there, 
sealed,  and  addressed  to  Mr.  Hilborough, 
and  she  fancied  therefore  that  her  mistress 
meant  it  to  be  given  to  him.  Violet  had 
not  mentioned  it  to  her,  but  Lucy  imagined 
that  might  be  because  she  disliked  giving 
directions  about  it ;  she  thought  she  would 
save  Mrs.  Hilborough  the  painful  necessity 
of  asking  her  maid  to  take  it,  because  it  was 
probably  a  farewell  letter,  which  Mr.  Alfred 
ought  not  to  see,  so  she  took  it  and  delivered 
it  quietly  to  Redfern  when  she  met  him  in 
the  hall. 

Redfern  received  it  with  a  flush  of  surprise, 
and  crumpled  it  up  in  his  hand  till  he  was 
alone.  It  was  with  a  horrible  feeling  of 
remorse  that  he  read  the  lines  it  contained. 
He  saw  at  once  that  it  had  been  written  the 
day  before,  and  had  not  been  meant  for  him 
to  see  now.  The  words  "  I  don't  change  or 
get  tired  so  easily  as  you  do,"  struck  deep 
into  his  heart  like  the  unconscious  reproach 
of  one  who  has  trusted  us  utterly  and  been 
deceived.  At  that  minute,  when  he  thought 
of  Violet's  unceasing  tenderness  and    faith, 

44—2 
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life  was  to  him  a  more  dreadful  thing  than  it 
ever  had  been  before  or  was  after.  He  was 
in  the  position  of  a  man  who  hates  with  a 
deadly  hatred,  and  is  forced  to  a  life-long 
companionship  with  what  he  abhors  :  for  the 
man  he  hated  was  himself,  and  he  alone  was 
the  bitter  enemy  who  had  destroyed  his  own 
happiness,  and  worst  of  all,  turned  Violet's 
love  into  misery  and  regret. 

He  was  still  standing  with  the  letter  in  his 
hand  when  Alfred  came  in. 

He  turned  to  him  at  once,  and  held  the 
paper  out;  it  was  all  crumpled  together 
between  his  fingers. 

''  Look  here,"  he  said  in  a  low,  agitated 
voice,  ''this  is  a  letter  from  Violet — from 
your  wife,"  he  spoke  that  word  with  a  bitter 
emphasis :  ''  she  wrote  it  yesterday,  before 
she  knew  what  was  going  to  happen ;  I  don't 
think  she  meant  me  to  see  it  now." 

''  I  don't  know,"  said  Alfred,  quietly,  ''  I 
saw  it  on  her  table  this  morning." 

''  Her  maid  gave  it  me,  by  some  mistake  ; 
but  now  I  have  got  it  I  see  what  I  was  mad 
ever  to  forget — what  she  is,  and  what  I 
always  was.     I  want  to  see  her  once  more — 
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I  shall  never  have  another  chance,  don't 
think  I  am  vile  enough  to  wish  for  one — but 
I  want  just  to  ask  her  to  forgive  my  wicked- 
ness, I  want  her  to  know  how  much  I  hate 
myself;  she  has  never  spoken  a  single  word 
to  me  since  yesterday  afternoon.  Will  you 
let  me  see  her '?" 

''  I  think  it  is  unwise  of  you  to  ask  it,"^ 
replied  Alfred  coldly,  "  but  she  will  please 
herself  in  that,  as  in  everything;  she  does 
nothing  that  is  not  right." 

'^  She  does  not  care  for  me  now,"  answered 
Kedfern  quickly,  "  or  I  would  not  ask  it ;  she 
sees  at  last  what  I  am.  I  am  selfish,  I  know  ; 
but  I  want  one  friendly  word  before  I  leave 
her  to  you  for  ever." 

"She  will  please  herself,"  Alfred  said 
again,  and  left  Redfern  alone. 

Redfern  wandered  uneasily  out,  across  the 
hall,  and  down  the  long  passages,  and  it 
chanced  that  he  met  Violet  on  the  way  to 
her  room. 

"  Violet !"  he  said,  hastily  coming  forward, 
''  let  me  speak  to  you  for  one  minute.  I  have 
got  your  letter." 

''  What  letter  T  she  asked,  standing  gazing 
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at  him  with  shining  eyes,  hke  an  animal  at 
bay. 

"  The  letter  you  wrote  yesterday,"  he  went 
on  quickly,  as  if  he  feared  she  would  go  ;  "if 
I  had  known  you  thought  of  me  so  kindly,  I 
would — I  hope  you  don't  think  I  was  insane 
enough  to  let  you  go,  knowing  you  were 
ready  to  forgive  me." 

Violet  gazed  at  him  still ;  her  colour  came 
and  went,  and  her  breast  heaved  with  indig- 
nation. 

'*  I  am  Alfred  Hilborough's  wife,"  she  said,. 
"  how  dare  you  speak  to  me  so  V 

"  I  want  you  to  say  you  will  forgive  me  ; 
only  give  me  one  little  word  of  kindness  to 
remember  in  the  life  I  am  going  away  to.  I 
don't  make  any  mistake ;  I  know  that  I  am 
nothing  to  you  now,  I  am  quite  aware  how 
much  you  despise  and  dislike  me  ;  you  can 
afford  then  to  give  me  your  forgiveness ;  I 
never  asked  for  any  farewell." 

"  Forgiveness  !"  she  repeated,  with  sudden 
bitterness,  '^  I  pray  with  all  my  heart  that  I 
never  may  forgive  you." 

Redfern  looked  at  her  in  surprise ;  he  had 
never  known  the  passion  of  her  nature  before, 
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but  only  its  tenderness.  He  was  startled, 
and  answered  nothing.  There  was  a  step 
behind  them  in  the  passage ;  it  turned  and 
retreated  again,  but  Violet  spoke  suddenly 
and  passiouately. 

*^  Alfred  !"  she  said,  ''  don't  go.  Come  to 
me,  here." 

He  came  at  once,  and  she  took  his  arm 
and  clung  to  him. 

'^  Why  do  you  leave  me  to  him '?"  she 
asked,  "  why  do  you  not  save  me  from  ever 
seeing  or  hearing  him  ?  It  was  for  that  that 
I  married  you." 

"  I  will  go,"  said  Redfern  hoarsely,  '*  you 
shall  not  need  to  be  saved." 

She  looked  at  him  again,  and  drew  a  deep 
breath  ;  then  she  spoke  solemnly. 

'^  You  asked  me  to  say  a  kind  word  :  I 
hope  I  shall  never  even  think  one.  The 
thing  I  wish  for  most  is  to  go  on  disliking 
you  always ;  I  hope  I  shall  learn  to  hate 
you  soon — I  shall  try  with  all  my  will  to 
do  it." 

"That  is  enough,"  said  Redfern;  "  I  have 
got  my  answer,"  and  he  turned  and  went. 

Violet's  hand  dropped  at  once  from   her 
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husband's  arm;  she  turned  away  from  him 
indifferently. 

*^Are  not  you  needlessly  cruel  both  to 
yourself  and  him  ?"  he  asked  in  a  low  voice. 

She  looked  at  him  with  hard  bright  eyes. 
"  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?"  she  said. 
'^  I  have  tried  loving  long  enough ;  what  is 
the  use  of  it  ?  it  only  makes  every  one  miser- 
able. I  will  try  hating  now ;  it  seems  safer ;" 
and  with  a  miserable  little  laugh  she  turned 
into  her  own  room  and  closed  the  door. 

Alfred  went  into  the  library  to  seek  Red- 
fern.  It  was  curious  that  these  two  men  felt 
no  bitterness  towards  each  other,  though  each 
was  the  only  obstacle  in  the  way  of  the  other's 
happiness ;  but  the  Hilborough  nature  was 
intensely  just,  except  towards  those  most 
passionately  loved,  and  so  they  could  meet 
without  any  feeling  of  enmity. 

Kedfern  stood  by  the  window  looking 
gloomily  out.  A  woman  may  sob  away  her 
grief  in  bitter  tears ;  there  is  nothing  a  man 
can  do  to  express  his,  except  to  abuse  some- 
body, and  Eedfern  wished  only  to  abuse 
himself;  but  his  nature  was  a  silent  one,  and 
the  great  griefs  of  his  life  had  been  mostly 


VIOLETS  BIRTHDA  Y.  121 

unspoken,  so  he  stood  quietly,  enduring  the 
first  bitter  hours  of  the  many  in  store  for  him. 

Alfred  went  and  put  his  hand  on  his 
shoulder  kindly. 

*'  Don't  mind  about  it  so  much,  Ref,"  he 
said ;  "  she  does  not  mean  all  she  said,  and 
she  will  mean  it  still  less  to-morrow." 

''  I  wonder  that  you,  of  all  men  in  the 
world,  can  care  to  be  civil  to  me,"  replied 
Redfern  moodily. 

"  Oh,"  said  Alfred,  ''  it's  habit,  I  dare  say ; 
I  have  got  used  to  liking  you,  and  don't 
enjoy  seeing  you  so  miserable.  You  have 
behaved  badly,  I  know,"  he  added  in  a  low 
voice,  '^  but  you  are  punished  enough  without 
my  interference." 

He  went  to  look  for  a  railway  guide,  and 
came  back  with  one  in  his  hand. 

"  Look  here,  Ref,"  he  said,  as  he  turned 
over  the  leaves,  ^'  I  know  what  a  good  fellow 
you  are  really — much  better  than  I  am — and 
besides  that,  Violet  always  thought  so  well 
of  you,  and  that  goes  a  long  way  with  me ; 
she  will  forgive  you  some  day,  and  then  we 
can  all  be  friends  once  more  ;  in  the  meantime, 
I,  for  one,  don't  throw  you  over." 
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^'  You  are  much  too  good  to  me,"  answered 
Redfern. 

After  that  they  talked  solely  about  the 
trains,  and  arranged  the  time  of  their  de- 
parture. Alfred  was  going  to  ride  to  the 
station,  but  Redfern  expressed  his  intention 
of  starting  first  and  walking  there.  It  was  a 
long  way,  but  any  kind  of  action  was  a  relief 
to  him  just  then,  and  he  could  have  welcomed 
weariness  and  bodily  pain  as  a  happy  change. 

Gerald  had  already  gone,  and  the  house 
seemed  very  quiet,  for  Violet  remained  in  her 
own  room. 

Kedfern  said  good-bye  to  his  host  and 
hostess,  and  set  out  alone,  without  any 
farewell  from  the  woman  he  loved  so  much. 

It  might  be  that  he  was  tired  and  indif- 
ferent, or  that  he  thought  no  one  watched  his 
departure  and  carg^  to  observe  his  appear- 
ance, but  certainly  as  he  walked  down  the 
drive  his  lameness  was  more  evident  than 
ever,  and  he  seemed  to  move  with  hopeless 
dejection  and  heedlessness ;  all  the  youth 
and  brio^htness  had  s^one  from  his  look  and 
manners. 

But  some  one  watched  him  alone  from  a 
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window  above,  with  eyes  that  ached  with 
unshed  tears,  and  with  a  longing  unspeakable 
that  she  mio^ht  have  died  rather  than 
needed  to  send  him  away  so  desolate  and 
unheeded. 

Alfred  lingered  almost  till  the  last  moment, 
hoping  that  Violet  would  send  for  him,  or 
take  some  notice  of  his  departure.  Her  door 
remained  closed  however ;  no  message  came 
to  him  from  her,  and  he  was  obliged  to  send 
a  request  to  be  allowed  to  see  her. 

"■  Certainly,  if  he  wished  it,"  was  the 
answer  brought  to  him,  and  he  went  to  her 
in  her  own  sittinof-room. 

She  was  sitting  at  the  window  when  he 
went  in,  hidden  behind  the  curtain  from  the 
view  of  any  one  outside ;  she  did  not  rise  to 
meet  him,  she  just  turned  her  head,  and  then 
looked  back  again  witk^  dreary  indifference 
down  the  drive  where  Kedfern  had  walked 
alone.  Her  face  was  hard  and  hopeless ; 
there  was  no  need  of  courage  for  action  any 
longer  now ;  she  had  reached  the  bitterness 
of  the  despair  afterwards. 

"  I  am  going  away,  Letty,"  said  Alfred, 
standing  at  a  little  distance  from  her. 
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''  Are  you  V  she  answered  coldly,  without 
looking  round. 

'^  I  have  come  to  say  good-bye,"  he  went 
on,  more  urgently,  impatient  of  her  inatten- 
tion. 

"  Have  you  ?"  she  said  again,  indifferently  ; 
''  are  good-byes  necessary  ?  People  seem  to 
do  very  well  without  them." 

He  was  silent,  for  he  was  hurt  by  her 
coldness ;  she  seemed  to  follow  out  her  own 
thoughts  without  heeding  him. 

Suddenly  she  turned  round  and  spoke  to 
him  :  "Do  you  know  why  I  am  sitting  here  ?" 
she  asked. 

"  I  wish  to  know  nothing  that  you  don't 
care  to  tell  me,"  he  replied. 

^*  I  will  tell  you,"  she  said,  fixing  her  eyes 
upon  him ;  "  I  have  been  watching  Redfern 
Hilborough  go  away." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Alfred  quickly ;  ^'  I  have 
nothing  to  say  in  answer." 

She  looked  at  him  with  earnest  inquiry, 
and  the  look  in  her  face  changed  as  she 
turned  it  from  him. 

'^  I  am  glad  I  have  told  you,"  sh^  said,  in 
a  low  voice  ;  "  I  felt  so  wicked  before." 
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*'  Violet !  what  can  I  say  to  you  ?"  he 
answered  earnestly,  but  she  did  not  heed 
hira. 

"  It  has  come  true,"  she  said,  ^'  what  you 
told  me ;  I  think  I  hate  everybody  in  the 
world.  I  hate  him,  and  I  hate  you,  but  I 
hate  myself  most  of  all." 

He  was  completely  silent ;  he  did  not 
know  her  in  this  mood,  and  could  not  answer 
her. 

"  Oh,  it  is  hard  !"  she  said,  with  a  bitter 
cry  ;  *'  life  seemed  so  easy  before,  and  I  meant 
to  love  every  one,  and  I  tried  to  do  right. 
Now  it  is  all  wrong ;  there  is  only  safety  in 
hatred,  and  I  am  wicked,  and  I  dare  not  be 
anything  else.  Why  does  God  let  it  be  so  ? 
I  wanted  to  be  kind  to  every  one,  and  I  must 
hate  them  all.  God  is  cruel ;  he  might  have 
let  me  die." 

She  put  her  face  down  on  her  hands,  and 
was  silent.  It  was  dreadful  to  Alfred  that 
he  might  not  go  to  her  and  comfort  her  with 
caresses  and  tender  words  ;  but  even  his  love 
was  turned  to  bitterness  for  her ;  he  was 
obliged  to  see  her  trembling  in  lonely  anguish 
and  he  could  not  give  her  any  loving  touch, 
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and  hardly  dared  even  to  speak  a  word  to 
her. 

She  hfted  her  head,  and  turned  her  tearless 
eyes  on  him. 

"  I  did  not  want  to  be  wicked/'  she  said ; 
"  I  meant  so  to  be  good ;  and  this  is  the  end 
ofit^all." 

"  Not  the  end,  dear  ;  trust  me,  you  will  be 
happier  soon." 

She  looked  at  him  attentively,  as  if  she 
tried  to  listen,  and  could  not  follow  his  mean- 
ing because  of  her  own  absorbing  thoughts. 

''  I  have  spoilt  his  life  too,"  she  said,  ^^  and 
I  wished  so  much  to  make  him  happier;  I 
may  go  on  hating  him  always — he  is  hard,  he 
is  cruel,  he  never  loved  me — but  I  cant  wish 
him  to  be  miserable." 

She  looked  at  Alfred  as  if  she  expected 
him  to  reproach  her. 

*^  I  don't  want  you  to  do,  Letty,"  he  said, 
going  nearer  to  her ;  ^^  I  want  you  to  do 
nothing  but  to  be  happy." 

"  You  are  very  good,"  she  said  indifferently. 
She  seemed  to  fall  back  into  her  own  thoughts, 
but  his  waiting  there  recalled  her  again. 

^^  Oh/'    she    said    suddenly,    ''  I    am   not 
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grateful  to  you,  I  know ;  but  you  must  wait ; 
I  will  try  to  behave  better  soon ;  now  I  can't 
do  it." 

'^  I  don't  wish  you  to  do  it,"  he  said  again ; 
"  only  trust  me  a  little,  and  I  will  wait  for 
the  rest.'' 

"  Have  I  not  trusted  you  ?"  she  answered. 

"  Yes,  you  have,  and  at  your  request  I  am 
going  away  now ;  I  shall  not  come  again  till 
you  are  ready  to  see  me ;  but  I  may  write  to 
you?" 

"  If  you  like,"  she  replied,  without  any 
appearance  of  interest;  then  she  added, 
abruptly,  ^'  Kedfern  has  gone  already." 

''Yes,  he  was  walking;  I  am  going  to 
ride,"  said  Alfred,  trying  patiently  to  recall 
her  thoughts  to  himself 

*'  I  don't  know  if  it  seems  odd  to  you,"  she 
went  on,  gazing  drearily  through  the  window, 
and  with  a  curious  kind  of  indifference  in  her 
voice,  ''  but  I  saw  him  go  away  without  one 
look  or  one  word ;  we  never  even  said  '  good- 
afternoon  ;'  I  watched  him  go  down  that 
drive  and  turn  the  corner  round  the  big 
holly ;  I  dare  say  it  is  really  natural,  but  it 
seemed  curious  to  me  to  see  him  go  so.     I 
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shall  never  see  him  again,  I  suppose ;  I  don't 
want  to  see  him  again,  of  course." 

'^  Letty,  Letty,"  said  Alfred  earnestly, 
"  don't  think  of  him  any  more.  Kemember 
that  I  love  you  with  all  my  heart,  and  you 
are  still  so  young  that  you  may  forget  the 
past  yet.  I  want  more  than  all  things  to 
help  and  comfort  you." 

He  longed  to  take  her  in  his  arms  and  to 
kiss  her  quiet,  hopeless  face,  until  her  grief 
could  be  softened  into  tears,  but  she  hstened 
to  him  quite  passively,  and  he  dared  not 
touch  her. 

''  You  are  very  kind  to  me,"  she  said ; 
'^  you  always  are." 

'^  Letty,  I  am  going ;  I  ought  to  have  gone 
before ;  dear  Letty,  my  own  dearest,  I  have 
loved  you  so  long,  have  you  nothing  to  say 
to  me  T  he  asked. 

^'  What  can  I  say  T  she  inquired ;  "I 
loved  Redfern  yesterday,  to-day  I  hate  him ; 
but  I  can't  love  you  yet,  it  is  too  soon." 

*'  We  loved  each  other  so  much  once,"  he 
persisted  earnestly. 

"  Yes,"  she  assented,  "  that  was  when  we 
v^ere  children ;  that  was  a  long  time  ago." 
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With  an  effort  he  recovered  his  calm- 
ness. 

"  I  will  not  trouble  you  any  more,"  he 
said,  ^'  I  will  go.     Good-bye." 

She  said  "  Good-bye,"  and  did  not  evcD 
turn  her  eyes  to  him. 

"  Letty,  won't  you  ?  I  am  going.  Even 
Gerald  had  a  better  farewell." 

He  put  out  his  hand  entreatingly,  but  she 
shrank  from  him,  and  clasped  her  hands 
together  trembling,  holding  them  out  of  his 
reach. 

''  But  Redfern,"  she  said,  "  had  no  fare- 
well at  all." 

She  looked  at  him  quite  calmly  as  she 
spoke  it.  He  said  no  other  word ;  there  was 
great  disappointment  in  his  face  ;  he  turned 
and  left  her  with  a  darkened  look,  and  she 
awoke  from  her  absorbing  thoughts  to  see 
it.  A  great  thrill  of  remorse  filled  her  heart 
then,  but  she  was  quite  silent ;  it  was  still 
impossible  to  touch  his  hand  after  watching 
Redfern  go  away  without  a  single  look.  She 
waited  until  the  door  was  closed  behind  him, 
then  she  let  her  head  fall  and  sobbed 
passionately,  feeling  only  that  this  last  in- 
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gratitude  was  another  reason  to  think  bitterly 
of  Redfern — Redfern  whom  she  had  so  lately 
loved,  who  still  stood  between  her  and  the 
husband  who  loved  her  truly. 


PART  IV. 


WHAT  WAS  LEFT. 

The  rest  is  lost.     I  do  but  stand  and  think. 
Across  the  waters  of  a  troubled  life 
This  Flower  of  Heaven  so  vainly  overhangs, 
What  perfect  counterpart  would  be  in  sight 
If  tanks  were  clearer.     Let  us  clean  the  tubes, 
And  wait  for  rains. 

Mrs.  E.  B.  Browning. 


45—2 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE    FIRST    MEETING. 

So  Violet  Hilborough  was  left  in  Scotland. 
Her  life  at  first  seemed  little  changed  ;  there 
was  hardly  anything  to  mark  her  new  posi- 
tion except  the  gold  ring  on  her  finger  that 
she  never  mio^ht  take  off  ao^ain,  and  the  fact 
that  she  was  called  Mrs.  instead  of  Miss  Hil- 
borough. That  hurt  her  a  little  at  first  ;  it 
was  an  old  idea  with  a  new  meaning  to  it ; 
for  it  was  not  as  Alfred's  wife  that  she  had 
expected  to  claim  that  name.  She  begged 
her  host  and  hostess  to  call  her  Violet,  and  so 
escaped  hearing  her  new  title  from  their  lips  ; 
but  she  had  to  bear  it  from  the  servants,  and 
after  a  short  time  she  got  accustomed  to  it, 
as  to  other  strangle  thinofs. 

Her  mother  wrote  to  ask  her  to  go  to  her 
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for  a  short  time,  but  Violet  could  not  bear 
to  go  ;  she  had  paid  for  the  happiness  of 
those  at  home  at  such  a  sacrifice,  that  she 
shrank  from  all  intercourse  with  them,  and 
shunned  and  dreaded  the  evidence  of  an 
affection  which  had  cost  her  so  much. 

Mrs.  Hilborough  was  disturbed  by  the 
sudden  change  in  her  daughter's  prospects, 
and  anxious  about  her  state  of  mind,  but 
Violet  sought  no  sympathy  from  her  now  ; 
Violet  remembered  too  distinctly  that  her 
mother  had  always  seen  Kedfern's  faults,  and 
prophesied  disappointment  for  herself,  and 
she  could  have  given  her  confidence  to 
almost  any  of  her  friends  rather  than  to  her. 
She  still  resented  the  premature  recognition 
of  a  fact  that  had  been  so  dreadfully  forced 
upon  her  own  mind ;  she  blamed  Kedfern 
continually  herself,  but  she  could  yet  bear  no 
blame  of  him  from  any  one  else. 

So  she  stayed  in  Scotland,  and  the  spring 
brightened  and  deepened  into  summer,  just 
like  any  other  spring,  but  no  summer  before 
had  ever  found  her  so  lonely  and  unhappy. 
There  was  not  one  person  in  the  world  to 
whom  she  could  speak  from  her  sad  heart. 
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and  to  whose  tenderness  she  could  turn  for 
any  comfort.  Her  life  seemed  just  the  same 
as  before  :  there  was  only  the  great  blank  of 
Redfern's  departure  and  silence  that  changed 
it ;  from  day  to  day  and  from  week  to  week, 
she  went  on  without  hearinor  a  word  of  or 
from  him,  and  she  knew  that  it  must  go  on 
so  all  her  life,  and  that  she  must  wish  for 
nothing  else. 

Hitherto  every  action  of  her  daily  life  had 
been  connected  with  him  by  some  thought ; 
those  about  her  had  referred  to  him  con- 
tinually, and  anything  affecting  his  interests 
had  been  told  first  to  her  as  to  one  whom  it 
chiefly  concerned.  Now  it  was  nothing  to  her 
whatever  loss  or  joy  came  to  him  ;  no  one 
could  tell  it ;  their  hves  went  on  in  the  same 
world  with  this  dreadful  wall  of  silence 
between  them. 

His  daily  letters  came  no  more,  and  that 
was  the  greatest  present  loss  to  her.  The 
words  that  he  had  spoken  to  her  across  the 
distance  that  divided  them,  which  had  linked 
her  existence  to  his,  were  spoken  no  more, 
and  never  could  be  spoken  again. 

She  wondered  mutely  what  was  befalling 
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him  ;  she  could  not  help  longing  just  to  speak 
one  word  that  he  might  hear,  and  so  assure 
herself  of  their  existence  in  the  same  world  ; 
but  the  longing  could  only  be  repeated  hope- 
lessly, until  she  was  tired  of  feeling  it,  for 
every  new  minute  of  those  hours  and  days 
only  brought  the  same  old  want,  with  nothing 
to  chanofe  it  for  her. 

Sometimes  she  thought  passionately,  ''  If 
only  I  might  hear  him  speak  one  word  to 
me — anything — it  would  be  easier  for  a  little 
while  after  ;"  and  sometimes  she  thought  of 
those  about  her,  ^*  Oh,  they  are  cruel,  cruel, 
never  to  tell  me  anything  of  him,  as  if  he  or 
I  were  dead,  or  I  could  give  up  caring  for 
his  life  all  at  once  like  this ;"  but  oftener  she 
was  angry  with  herself  for  thinking  of  him  at 
all ;  she  always  judged  him  bitterly,  and  she 
never  wished  that  she  had  forgiven  him  or 
could  forgive  him  still.  Her  heart  was 
hardened  against  that  desire  ;  the  remem- 
brance that  he  had  known  she  loved  him 
and  had  left  her  unclaimed,  stood  yet  between 
her  and  all  gentle  thoughts  of  him,  but  the 
habit  of  musing  upon  him  and  being  interested 
in  his  lot  could  not  leave  her  at  once. 
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Meanwhile  other  letters  came  to  her  in- 
stead of  his.  Alfred  wrote  to  her  every  day. 
At  first  she  could  hardly  bear  to  open  his 
letters  ;  they  came  to  her  not  a  week  after 
the  time  when  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
receiving  Redfern's.  Those  true  and  tender 
words  of  his  had  used  to  make  her  feel  strong 
and  happy — they  were  a  charm  to  keep  off 
evil  fancies  for  many  an  hour ;  but  Alfred's 
letters  brought  no  joy  to  her. 

She  often  sat  listlessly  with  her  husband's 
letter  unopened  on  her  knee,  and  gazed 
before  her  lonof  without  carinof  to  read  it. 
She  almost  disliked  Alfred  for  havinof  the 
right  to  address  her  when  Kedfern  could  not, 
and  occasionally  she  felt  a  wicked  desire  to 
tear  up  the  harmless  sentences  and  save  her- 
self from  having  read  them. 

They  never  contained  anything  to  wound 
or  vex  her  :  Alfred  wrote  kindly  always,  but 
briefly,  as  if  to  let  her  know  that  he  was 
ready  to  help  her  at  need,  but  would  not 
force  himself  on  her  life  until  she  desired  it ; 
his  letters,  however,  were  always  signed, 
**Your  affectionate  husband,  Alfred  Hil- 
borough."     The  first  time  Violet  read  that 


138  THE  GARDEN  A  T  MONKEOLME. 

signature,  she  laughed  a  httle,  which  seemed 
strange  ;  but  she  laughed  now  at  many  things 
that  would  once  have  made  her  sad  or  angry. 

After  a  little  time,  however,  the  letters 
which  she  had  received  so  indifferently  at 
first  became  the  chief  interest  of  every  day. 
She  had  nothing  else  to  look  forward  to, 
and  nothing  that  she  saw  in  Scotland  really 
had  any  part  in  her  own  life. 

Sometimes  she  even  thought  with  a  little 
gratitude  of  Alfred's  patient  kindness,  and 
remembered  with  regret  the  affection  exist- 
ing between  them  in  former  times ;  but  the 
recollection  of  the  great  new  tie  that  bound 
her  to  her  husband  always  came  back  to  her 
with  a  kind  of  horror,  and  made  her  think 
of  Redfern,  and  remember  that,  however 
she  consoled  herself,  he  must  be  henceforth 
alone. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  knowledge  of  the 
injustice  which  Kedfern  caused  her  to  do  to 
her  husband  embittered  her  against  her 
lover  and  shut  her  heart  to  forgiveness  of 
him  ;  while  the  thought  that  all  tenderness 
given  to  Alfred  was  taken  from  Redfern, 
whose  it  should  have  been,  made  her  shrink 
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from  her  husband  almost  with  disHke,  and 
obho^ed  her  to  withhold  from  him  even  the 
affection  she  had  given  easily  and  frankly 
before. 

Yet,  as  the  days  went  on,  and  no  voice 
said  to  her  "  I  love  you,"  nor  any  tender 
actions  made  the  words  unnecessary,  Violet 
began  to  long  for  any  kind  of  affection  to 
belong  to  her. 

Her  nature  was  not  self-reliant ;  all  the 
courage  and  strength  of  her  character  be- 
longed to  its  tenderness ;  for  herself  alone  she 
had  but  httle,  and  she  soon  grew  helpless 
and  weary.  Besides,  she  had  all  her  life 
been  accustomed  to  have  her  daily  habits 
moulded  by  the  requirements  of  affection  ; 
she  did  not  know  how  to  exist  for  her,  own 
convenience  only.  She  was  accustomed  to 
make  it  always  her  aim  to  please  those 
whom  she  cared  for ;  when  there  were  none 
to  please,  there  seemed  no  longer  any  object 
in  action  or  any  use  in  existence.  She  began 
to  wish  to  see  Alfred  and  talk  to  him  a 
little  ;  she  had  seen  no  look  in  any  eyes 
since  he  left  her  like  that  he  had  given  her 
as  they  spoke  together ;   she  wanted  such  a 
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look  of  assurance  that  she  was  still  very  dear 
to  some  human  heart.  She  dreaded  his 
speech,  but  his  silent  love  she  began  to  long 
for,  and  she  knew  that  he  could  be  silent  and 
very  patient.  Therefore,  when  Mr.  Donald- 
son spoke  to  her  very  seriously,  and  asked 
her  to  consider  if  she  ought  not  to  let  her 
husband  come  and  see  her  before  long,  she 
answered  quietly  that^he  was  ready  to  do  so, 
and  wrote  herself  to  Alfred  to  ask  him  to 
come. 

It  was  rather  an  odd  letter,  being  only 
this  : 

"  Dear  Alfred, 

''  Mr.  Donaldson  wishes  me  to  invite 
you  to  spend  a  day  here,  as  soon  as  you  find 
it  convenient. 

**  I  shall  also  be  very  glad  to  see  you,  if 
you  will  not  expect  me  to  be  too  glad. 
"  Yours  gratefully, 

"  Violet  Hilborough." 

In  her  short  notes  to  him  she  always 
signed  herself  so,  and  it  hurt  Alfred  every 
time  to  see  that  she  grudged  him  the  true 
word  *^wife/* 
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He  answered  her  summons,  and  came  one 
day  in  the  late  spring. 

Violet  had  thought  of  him  with  something 
that  was  almost  tenderness  in  the  days 
before  he  came,  but  as  the  time  of  his 
arrival  drew  near,  that  feeling  all  left  her, 
and  she  became  so  cold  and  quiet  that  Mr. 
Donaldson  was  afraid  he  had  been  wrong  in 
advising  her  to  see  her  husband  so  soon. 

Alfred  came ;  Violet  had  nervously  begged 
that  she  might  not  be  allowed  to  meet  him 
alone,  and  so  her  guardian  and  his  sister 
were  in  the  room  when  he  entered.  He 
spoke  to  them  first,  as  they  seemed  to  expect, 
but  his  eye  sought  his  wife,  where  she 
waited  in  the  background,  silent  and  still. 

When  he  escaped  from  them  and  went  to 
her,  he  was  startled  to  see  how  white  was 
her  face  and  dreary  the  look  in  her  eyes; 
and  the  hand  she  allowed  him  to  take  was 
so  cold  and  passive  that  he  could  find  no 
words  to  speak  to  her.  He  turned  from  her 
again  and  went  back  to  talk  to  the  others 
instead,  with  a  feeling  of  blank  and  chilly 
disappointment. 

He  attempted  no  conversation  with  her ; 
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the  least  cruel  thing  he  could  do  just  then 
seemed  to  be  to  leave  her  to  herself.  Every 
one  ignored  her  presence  as  much  as  pos- 
sible, to  give  her  time  to  recover  her  self- 
possession. 

When  they  all  went  in  to  dinner,  Alfred 
offered  her  his  arm  :  her  fingers  trembled  as 
they  lightly  touched  it ;  she  did  not  turn  her 
eyes  towards  him,  but  walked  beside  him 
with  her  cold,  quiet  gaze  steadfastly  fixed 
before  her.  They  uttered  no  word  as  they 
went.  Alfred  had  never  before  understood 
how  much  she,  who  had  given  her  affection 
readily,  could  shrink  from  bestowing  on  him 
any  other  sort  of  love.  It  had  seemed  that 
the  quick  sympathy  and  kindness  she  had 
lavished  on  him  before  might  readily  deepen 
into  nearer  tenderness,  but  now  he  com- 
prehended that  the  old  friendship  hardly 
helped  him  at  all ;  Eedfern  had  held  such  a 
place  in  her  heart,  that  beside  him  all  other 
men  were  counted  equal,  for  smaller  distinc- 
tions were  completely  lost  sight  of 

Alfred  rarely  lost  his  self-possession  in 
any  circumstances,  however  difficult;  so  he 
was  able  to  talk  to  his  host  and  hostess  over 
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dinner,  while  Violet  sat  silent,  and  no  one 
liked  to  address  her.  He  was  absorbed,  for 
all  that,  in  an  idea  that  he  was  in  the  wrong 
place,  and  ought  not  to  have  come.  The 
situation  was  oppressive  to  him ;  it  would 
have  relieved  him  to  be  able  to  get  up  and 
go  away  again  without  another  word,  because 
it  was  an  unnatural  thing  to  him  to  be 
persecuting  Violet  with  a  presence  that  so 
evidently  disturbed  her  ;  but  he  sat  patiently 
through  the  dinner,  and  managed  to  keep  up 
wdth  the  desultory  conversation  that  went 
on.  If  he  answered  rather  slowly,  that 
seemed  •  only  according  to  his  somewhat 
sleepy  nature,  which  never  hurried  itself 
at  all. 

At  last  it  was  over.  Alfred  opened  the 
door  for  the  ladies  to  go  out,  and  sat  down 
again  ;  the  conversation  immediately  ceased  ; 
he  and  his  host  fell  at  once  into  thouohtful 
silence. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  have  made  a  mistake," 
said  Alfred,  after  a  few  moments,  as  he 
pushed  his  glass  from  him ;  '*  I  had  better 
not  have  come." 

*'  I  don't  know,"  answered  Mr.  Donaldson  ; 
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*^  there  had  to  be  a  first  time,  of  course,  and 
she   did   not    seem   unwilHng    to    send    for 

you." 

"  No,"  said  Alfred,  **  I  had  expected  quite 
a  different  meeting ;  I  did  not  hope  for  a  real 
welcome,  but  I  thought  I  should  find  some- 
thing like  her  old  pleasant  manner.  I  never 
saw  her  like  this  before." 

'*  It  is  hard  for  her  to  realize  her  position 
just  at  first,"  answered  Mr.  Donaldson ;  "  she 
will  get  over  the  shock  of  it  all  in  a  little 
time.  I  dare  say  she  will  recover  herself 
before  you  go." 

''  I  shall  be  afraid  of  coming  again,"  said 
Alfred,    "  for   how    can    I    torture   her   like 

this  r 

'*  She  won't  feel  it  so  much  another  time ; 
and  the  only  chance  for  you  both  is  that 
you  may  be  drawn  nearer  together.  The 
case  is  hopeless  for  her,  as  well  as  for  you, 
while  you  are  parted." 

Nothing  more  was  said  by  them  before 
they  got  up  and  went  into  the  drawing- 
room. 

Violet  was  sitting  alone  by  the  window. 
She  had  chosen  that  seat  purposely  before 
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their  entrance,  leaving  Miss  Donaldson  alone 
at  the  other  end  of  the  room.  Her  look  was 
quite  changed,  her  cheeks  were  flushed,  and 
her  eyes  unusually  bright ;  she  had  roused 
herself  to  make  a  great  effort. 

She  glanced  at  Alfred  as  he  came  in  ;  he 
hesitated,  but,  when  she  looked  again,  he 
crossed  the  room  and  stood  before  her.  . 

There  was  a  vacant  space  on  the  couch 
beside  her ;  she  moved  her  dress  a  little  to 
make  it  wider,  and  said,  while  her  cheeks 
burned  painfully,  "  There  is  room  here,  if 
you  like  to  sit  down." 

He  took  the  place  immediately ;  she 
shrank  a  little  further  away  from  him  for 
one  moment,  but  the  next  she  recovered 
herself  and  moved  back  into  her  former 
position. 

*'  I  am  afraid  I  have  behaved  very 
wrongly,"  she  said  quickly ;  ''  I  will  try  to  do 
better  another  time." 

"  I  hope  you  won't  find  it  so  hard  to  bear 
another  time,"  he  answered. 

She  said  no  more  ;  she  sat  passively  beside 
him,  with  her  hands  lying  idle  on  her  knee ; 
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her  face  was  still  hot  and  her  eyes  shining, 
but  her  look  was  wdstful  and  far  away. 

Alfred  said  and  did  nothing.  He  felt  at 
that  moment  a  stranger  to  her ;  yet  it 
grieved  him  very  much  to  notice  her  passive 
despair,  which  any  tenderness  of  his  could 
only  increase. 

"  If  you  will  talk  to  me,"  she  said  at 
length,  speaking  in  a  subdued  voice,  ^'  I  shall 
listen  to  you,  but  it  is  difficult  for  me  to  say 
anything  now." 

He  was  always  loyal  to  her  wishes,  and  at 
once  he  roused  himself  to  tell  her  all  the 
light  and  indifferent  incidents  that  might 
mterest  her.  It  was  evident  that  she  made 
an  effort  to  follow  all  he  said  ;  she  answered 
briefly  at  times,  and  asked  questions  to  con- 
vince him  that  she  was  attending. 

^^  Tell  me  about  yourself,"  she  said  once  ; 
^^  I  like  to  know  all  that  happens  to  you." 

So  he  related  everything  he  could  think 
of;  but,  though  she  answered  sometimes,  she 
rarely  glanced  at  him  at  all,  until  he  ceased 
to  talk,  and  they  both  fell  into  a  complete 
silence.  , 

His  elbow  rested  on  the  arm  of  the  couch. 
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and  he  had  turned  so  that  he  could  watch 
her  face  ;  she  knew  that  he  did  so,  but 
seemed  indifferent  to  that  as  to  everything 
else ;  the  look  in  her  eyes  was  still  absent 
and  unobserving,  and  the  attitude  of  her 
head,  the  listlessness  of  her  hands,  spoke  of 
utter  dreariness  and  want  of  interest  in  life. 

Alfred  looked  at  her  sadly ;  he  noticed  the 
soft  round  outlines  of  her  face,  with  the 
bright  bloom  in  her  cheeks,  and  the  feverish 
brilliancy  of  her  eyes  ;  and  he  fell  into  a 
dream  of  comforting  her,  and  found  it  very 
hard  not  to  draw  her  to  him  with  the  arm  so 
near  her,  and  rest  that  flushed  and  hopeless 
face  on  his  shoulder,  while  he  clasped  the 
listless  hands  in  his. 

He  made  no  movement,  however,  even  to 
attract  her  attention,  and  Viojet  too  fell  into 
a  dream,  but  hers  was  one  of  effort  and  not 
of  hope.  She  turned  to  him  at  length  and 
said  quietly,  "  If  you  like  to  go  into  the 
garden,  I  will  go  with  you." 

He  was  surprised  and  pleased,  but  she  did 
not  seem  to  guess  it ;  she  had  ceased  to  be 
afraid  of  him,  and  she  wanted  to  speak  to 
him   alone.      His   patience,    which   was   not 
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indifference,  and  his  consideration,  which 
could  not  be  mistaken  for  coldness,  already- 
reassured  her,  and  began  to  bring  back  the 
sense  of  comfort  and  security  which  she  had 
used  to  have  in  his  presence. 

They  went  out  into  the  garden,  but  did 
not  walk  there  long  ;  Violet  sat  down  almost 
immediately  on  a  garden  seat,  and  Alfred 
took  the  place  beside  her.  Then  she  waited 
mutely ;  she  wanted  to  speak  to  him  of  her 
own  life  and  his,  but  delayed  that  he  might 
begin  instead,  and  perhaps  make  it  easier  for 
her  to  say  something. 

Then  it  was  that  Alfred  did  the  first  thing 
that  began  to  recall  her  estranged  affection  to 
him.  He  broke  the  silence  to  say  briefly, 
and  without  looking  at  her,  "  I  saw  Kedfern 
a  few  weeks  ago." 

She  was  startled ;  she  had  least  expected 
such  information  at  that  moment,  and  from 
him ;  her  heart  beat  and  she  turned  towards 
him  with  an  excited  face,  while  her  eyes  asked 
the  question  her  lips  did  not  utter. 

'^  He  looked  much  as  he  always  does,"  he 
answered,  just  glancing  at  her  and  away 
again,  as  if  he  would  not  see  how  she  looked 
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at  that  minute  ;   "  only  he   was  very  quiet. 
He  asked  me  about  you." 

She  turned  away  with  a  quivering  lip. 
'^  Thank  you,"  she  said,  quite  passionately ; 
then  her  voice  broke  into  a  sob,  and  she  put 
her  face  down  on  the  iron  arm  of  the  garden 
chair  and  wept  bitterly,  yet  with  a  sense  of 
relief. 

Alfred  looked  at  her  then  with  love  all  the 
more  strongly  felt  because  he  might  not 
express  it ;  he  put  his  arm  lightly  round  her 
neck,  with  his  hand  on  her  shoulder,  and  then 
was  still  again. 

*'  I  thought  you  would  like  to  know,"  he 
said  simply. 

She  did  not  shrink  from  his  touch,  she 
even  raised  her  head  and  moved  as  if  she 
would  have  rested  it  on  his  arm  instead  of 
against  the  hard  iron ;  but  some  recollection 
checked  her,  and  she  put  it  down  again. 

*^  You  are  very  good  to  me,"  she  said,  in  a 
whisper  that  he  had  to  stoop  nearer  to  her  to 
hear ;  '^  I  shall  love  you  again  soon,  I  know 
I  shall,  if  you  will  wait." 

"  I  shall  be  very  happy  in  waiting,"  he 
answered,  "  if  I  can  be  any  comfort  to  you." 
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'*  I  think  you  are,  already,"  she  said. 

She  did  not  move  until  she  had  recovered 
her  calmness,  then  she  raised  her  head,  and 
he  took  his  arm  away. 

"  Do  you  know,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  I  am  more  wicked  tha.n  you  think.  To-day 
when  you  came  I  disliked  you  more  than  I 
could  tell." 

^^  But  you  do  not  now  T 

"  No  ;  and  that  is  only  because  you  are  so 
very  patient,  and  ask  me  to  do  nothing  that 
I  don't  choose." 

There  was  a  pause  after  that,  in  which 
Violet  was  musing  deeply. 

'*  Do  you  know,"  she  began  suddenly,  "  I 
never  thought  people  could  become  so 
wicked  when  they  had  always  wanted  to  be 
good." 

"  To  be  unhappy  is  not  wicked,"  answered 
Alfred. 

"  I  can't  tell  you  how  I  feel,"  she  went  on, 
without  noticing  what  he  said ;  ^'  I  am  quite 
changed  in  all  my  mind ;  I  am  not  the  Violet 
you  think  you  love ;  if  you  could  see  into  my 
heart  now,  even  you  would  reproach  me  and 
be  horrified." 
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He  put  his  hand  on  hers  for  his  answer, 
but  she  drew  it  away  quickly. 

''Don't,"  she  said,  "or  I  cant  go  on." 

"All  my  feelings  are  quite  altered,"  she 
continued,  after  a  mumte  or  two ;  "  I  have 
no  kindly  thoughts  of  any  one,  but  a  sort  of 
hatred  all  over  me,  as  if  people  had  all 
wounded  me,  and  were  laughing.  It  is  silly, 
of  course." 

"  Do  I  laugh  r  he  asked. 

"No,"  she  said,  "and  so  I  hate  myself 
too ;  but  it  is  curious  to  feel  so  changed ;  it 
was  always  so  pleasant  to  like  everybody  and 
to  try  to  please  them.  It  is  Redfern  who 
has  done  it  all,"  she  added  abruptly. 

"  If  only  you  could  put  Redfern  out  of 
your  mind  it  would  be  better,"  said  Alfred. 

"  If  I  could !  yes,"  she  answered.  "  At 
least  I  hate  him.  I  feel  hard  and  quite  cruel 
when  I  think  of  him,  but  he  comes  between 
me  and  everything  else — even  between  me 
and  God,"  she  went  on  in  a  low  voice  :  "when 
I  try  to  pray,  I  can't  begin  ;  some  one  seems 
to  say  instead,  '  I  am  Redfern,  and  you  hate 
me,'  and  I  can't  get  past  that  thought.  I 
don't  think  I  want  to  get  through  it  to  God." 
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^'  You  will,  before  long,"  said  Alfred. 

"  Yes,"  said  Violet ;  ''  of  course  you  think  it 
will  comfort  me  to  say  so." 

''  Can  you  not  forgive  him,  Letty  T 

"  No,"  she  said,  *'  I  never  wish  to  do.  It 
is  not  only  that :  I  feel  as  if  I  could  not  for- 
give anybody.  That  is  dreadful,  is  it  not? 
You  never  thought  I  was  wicked,  like  that. 
Nor  did  I,  before. '* 

She  spoke  drearily,  but  without  excitement. 

''  It  is  very  curious ;  I  always  wanted  to 
make  everybody  happy  until  now.  I  don't 
think  I  should  have  cared  for  Hedfern  so 
much  if  he  had  been  happier ;  but  it  seemed 
that  I  could  give  him  so  many  pleasant  things, 
and  he  needed  them  so  much,  and  there  was 
nothing  exactly  that  he  could  give  me,  so  I 
liked  him  all  the  better.  If  he  had  been  like 
you,  quite  prosperous  and  happy,  I  should 
not  have  cared,  but  as  it  was — oh,  it  was 
hard,  it  was  dreadful !  I  had  not  asked  that 
my  own  life  should  be  easy,  but  that  I  might 
make  his  so." 

''  You  were  always  kind,  dear ;  and  you 
will  feel  so  again." 

''  No,  it  is  better  not  to  care  for  any  one ; 
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it  is  less  wronor  in  the  end ;  if  I  had  not 
loved  him  I  should  not  have  needed  to 
dislike  everybody  now.  And  it  seems  it  was 
true  what  he  always  told  me,  and  he  was 
wicked  and  cruel  after  all." 

She  paused  for  a  moment,  and  went  on 
more  passionately.  "  Since  it  was  true,  he 
should  never  have  said  so.  He  should  have 
told  a  He  and  let  me  believe  it.  What  did  it 
matter  ?  If  only  I  never  need  have  known 
that  he  was  not  good  and  kind  !  What  did  I 
care  for  the  rest '?" 

She  was  silent  for  a  moment;  then  she 
spoke  in  a  different  tone. 

"  It  is  kind  of  me  to  tell  this  to  you,  of  all 
persons  in  the  world,"  she  said. 

"It  is  better  to  tell  it  to  me  than  to  any 
one  else,  or  even  than  to  keep  it  to  yourself, 
I  think,"  answered  Alfred. 

'*  You  are  very  patient  with  me,"  she  said, 
in  a  tired  voice,  all  the  excitement  having 
suddenly  left  her  \  "1  hope  I  shall  be  better 
to  you  soon." 

"  If  you  could  love  me  only  a  little,"  he 
replied,  "  that  would  help  you  to  forget  Red- 
fern  more  than  anything  else." 
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"  I  will  try,"  she  said ;  "  I  should  like  to  be 
grateful.  Come  and  see  me  again,  if  I  don't 
vex  you  too  much." 

"  May  I  come  in  a  month  T 

"•  Yes,"  she  said ;  ''  it  does  me  good  to  talk 
to  you ;  it  makes  me  wicked  never  to  speak, 
and  to  know  that  every  one  thinks  I  am  all 
right  and  good." 

"  Then  I  am  glad  I  came,  after  all." 

"Were  you  sorry  ?"  she  asked,  looking  at 
him  rather  wistfully  ;  ''  T  wish  I  did  not  feel 
such  a  long  way  off  you ;  but  it  seems  as  if 
you  could  not  reach  to  touch  me — or  anybody 
else.  I  am  quite  alone;  perhaps  that  is  the 
punishment  of  the  wicked,  not  to  be  able  to 
feel  anybody,  however  near  they  are — to  be 
quite  dead  to  any  love  and  help." 

"  You  feel  mine  a  little  after  all,  don't  you  T 
he  asked. 

"  I  am  not  sure.  I  should  like  you  to  come 
again,  certainly.  I  am  so  very  lonely.  And 
I  like  your  letters  ;  write  every  day  to  me ; 
don't  cease  forgiving  me,  if  you  can  help  it." 

''  I  always  love  you,  which  is  more." 

"  I  know  it  is,"  she  answered,  and  then  she 
said  no  more. 
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They  went  back  to  the  house,  and  when 
they  reached  the  presence  of  others,  Violet 
soon  fell  back  into  her  sad  and  listless  manner. 
Her  mind  had  been  only  momentarily  roused 
from  the  hopeless  indifference  in  which  she 
hved.  She  did  not  seem  to  notice  Alfred's 
departure  very  much,  although  she  again  said 
he  must  come  soon.  She  resio^ned  her  hand 
listlessly  to  his  grasp,  which  lingered  while 
he  looked  at  her  tenderly  and  longingly ; 
there  was  nothing  yielding  or  comprehending 
in  her  attitude,  however ;  he  had  half  hoped 
that  she  miofht  let  him  kiss  her  once  before 
he  went,  but  she  stood  before  him  rigid  and 
calm,  her  cold  fingers  passive  in  his,  and  so  he 
said  farewell  and  left  her  agfain. 

But  he  did  not  go  without  hope,  and  even 
Violet's  life  was  a  little  changed  by  his 
coming;  it  was  still  more  changed  by  the 
fact  that  she  could  bear  to  expect  his  return, 
and  even  to  look  forward  to  it,  as  a  thing 
she  need  not  turn  her  mind  from,  and  did 
not  forget  in  a  blank  despair  of  utter  indif- 
ference. 
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CHAPTER  11. 


HEARTS." 


The  time  came  for  Alfred  to  visit  Violet 
again.  He  went  very  hopefully,  for  her 
last  letters  to  him  had  been  kind  and  cheer- 
ful too  ;  she  seemed  to  be  looking  forward  to 
the  meeting,  without  any  dread  of  it. 

She  expected  his  coming,  and  received 
him  alone.  When  he  entered  the  room 
where  she  was  waiting,  she  went  forward 
quickly  to  meet  him.  She  was  no  longer 
reluctant  to  see  him,  and  there  was  no  look 
of  shyness  or  doubt  in  her  face ;  on  the  con- 
trary, she  put  her  hand  unhesitatingly  into 
his.  There  was  an  appearance  of  suppressed 
excitement  about  her,  and  she  looked  at  him 
with  earnest  and  interested  eyes. 
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"  I  am  glad  you  have  come,"  she  said. 

He  did  not  know  what  to  answer  her, 
because  he  did  not  understand  her  at  all, 
and  he  could  not  be  as  pleased  to  hear  her 
welcome  as  if  it  had  seemed  to  be  meant  for 
him ;  yet  she  had  apparently  waited  for  him 
eagerly. 

She  sat  down  on  a  chair  near,  and  he 
followed  her  example.  She  seemed  embar- 
rassed now  by  no  self- consciousness. 

"  I  have  wanted  you  to  come  very  much," 
she  said  again. 

"  You  should  have  sent  for  me  to  come 
before,"  he  answered. 

''  No,"  she  said,  ''  I  did  not  want  you 
before.     You  do  not  understand." 

She  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  she 
turned  her  eyes  full  upon  him,  and  asked  : 
"■  Have  you  heard  from  Redfern  Hil- 
borough  T 

He  was  startled  and  surprised. 

"  Not  since  last  week,"  he  answered. 

'*  I  heard  yesterday." 

Alfred's  face  flushed. 

"  He  has  written  to  you,"  he  said  quickly ; 
''  he  has  ventured  to  trouble  you  now,'' 
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"  No,"  said  Violet,  ''it  is  his  mother. 
Redfern  says  nothing." 

She  uttered  the  last  words  slowly  in  a 
low  voice,  as  if  she  said  them  to  herself  only. 

Alfred  got  up  impatiently. 

"■  As  you  said,  I  don't  understand.  What 
can  his  mother  have  to  say  to  you  ?  What 
right  has  she  to  disturb  you  at  all  T 

"  You  will  see  ;  here  is  the  letter ;  it  came 
yesterday  morning  when  I  was  only  thinking 
about  you.  Since  then  I  have  waited  for 
you  to  come." 

He  took  it  from  her  fingers,  and  turned  it 
over  in  his. 

"  Do  you  wish  me  to  read  it  ?"  he  asked. 

''Yes,"  she  answered,  "I  could  not  tell  you." 

He  read  it  then,  or  rather,  he  glanced 
hastily  through  it.     It  began, 

"  Dear  Violet," 

"  I  can't  go  on  like  this  any  more  and 
not  let  you  know.  Redfern  has  been  ill 
for  a  week  now,  and  I  am  not  to  say 
anything  for  fear  of  vexing  you.  What 
we  have  to  go  through  does  not  matter ; 
only    you   are    not    to    be  vexed;    at  least, 
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he  seems  to  think  so.  Now  he  is  worse ; 
he  has  not  known  me  for  three  days;  he 
can't  tell  me  any  more  not  to  send,  so  it  is 
right  for  you  to  hear.  I  don't  see  why  you 
are  to  have  all  the  happiness  to  yourself,  and 
not  even  to  know  of  anything  else.  You 
have  got  all  you  want  now.  You  took  Red- 
fern  when  it  suited  you,  and  to  satisfy  old 
Mr.  Hilborough  ;  and  when  you  could  please 
yourself  entirely,  you  threw  him  over ;  and 
now  you  have  got  the  money,  and  the  lands, 
and  the  husband  you  like  best  too,  I  suppose, 
and  my  poor  boy  has  nothing. 

"  We  did  very  well  till  he  began  to  go  to 
Monkholme,  and  now  everything  has  gone 
wrong.  I  can't  see  that  it  was  my  fault  if  I 
did  spend  a  little  more  money  lately  than  I 
used  to  do.  I  thought  he  would  have  plenty 
when  he  married  you,  and  it  was  hard  if  I 
must  be  grudged  a  few  extra  things  for  my 
children  ;  but  then,  when  he  found  it  out, 
after  he  came  from  Scotland,  he  said  there 
was  nothing  to  pay  wdth,  and  so  he  insisted 
on  working  hard  at  copying  and  things,  and 
taking  no  rest,  and  never  going  out.  That 
made  it  worse  for  him,  though  he  never  com- 
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plained  ;  it  would  have  been  better  if  he  had  ; 
it  often  made  me  cross  to  see  him  going  on 
and  saying  nothing,  except  to  be  angry  if 
any  one  spoke  a  word  against  you — and  if  I, 
who  am  his  mother,  had  not  a  right  to  do 
that,  I  wonder  who  had. 

"  I  told  him  he  would  be  ill,  and  he  only 
said  that  mattered  to  nobody  now,  for  he 
never  thinks  of  his  mother.  I  never  could 
please  him ;  he  only  thought  about  you,  and 
this  is  the  end  of  it :  he  has  come  back  to  me 
after  all.  It's  little  I  can  do  for  him,  for  he 
never  cared  to  get  better,  and  now  he  will 
die,  and  no  one  thinks  of  me  and  the  little 
ones.  You  don't  care  ;  you  have  got  what 
you  want,  but  I  can't  bear  that  you  should 
not  know. 

"  It  is  not  that  I  want  anything  from  you ; 
you  have  got  nothing  that  is  any  good  to  us. 
The  little  girls  ask  why  you  don't  come  and 
make  Kef  better  if  he  wants  you  ;  but  there's 
nothing  you  can  do  now,  only  you  ought  to 
know  what  you  have  done.  If  he  dies  I 
shall  always  feel  that  you  have  killed  him  ; 
you  took  him  away  from  us  all  only  just  to 
do  that,  for  you  made  him  not  care  to  live. 
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and  now  he  will  die.  All  the  years  I  have 
nursed  and  taken  care  of  him  count  for 
nothing  against  any  words  that  you  choose 
to  say,  and  yet  you  have  forgotten  already, 
and  married  Alfred  Hilborough. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  happy  ;  you  have  got 
another  husband,  but  Redfern  is  dying,  and 
who  will  give  me  another  son  ? 

"E.  Hilborough." 

Alfred  crushed  the  letter  impatiently  in 
his  fingers  and  glanced  at  Violet. 

*'  This  ought  never  to  have  been  sent  to 
you,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Violet,  in  a  low  voice  ; 
*^  I  must  not  be  troubled  ;  that  is  what  Mr. 
Donaldson  says — and  you  all.  No  one  thinks 
o^himr 

"  She  had  no  right  to  send  to  you,"  Alfred 
repeated  ;  "  they  have  no  claim  on  you  at 
all  now.  If  she  had  written  to  me,  there 
would  have  been  some  sense  in  it ;  but  to 
reproach  you— it  is  shocking  I" 

''  1  think  not,"  said  Violet,  with  shining 
eyes;  ^'if  I  had  been  his  mother  I  would 
have  said  more." 

VOL.  III.  47 
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Alfred  stopped  and  looked  at  her. 

*'  Yes,"  she  continued ;  ^*  I  have  taken  care 
of  my  own  friends  ;  they  have  all  they  want ; 
I  never  thought  of  hisJ' 

"  That  was  not  your  affair  at  all,"  he  said  ; 
*'  you  had  enough  to  think  of" 

"■  It  is  all  me,"  she  answered  quickly;  '^you 
seem  neither  to  think  nor  to  care  about 
him." 

*'  I  am  sorry  for  him,  but  I  must  think 
of  you  most.  Has  this  troubled  you  very 
much  ?" 

*'  Me  T  she  said;  with  a  little  laugh ;  '*  no, 
how  can  it  ?  You  see,  I  am  quite  well ;  I 
talk,  and  often  I  grumble ;  but  E-edfern  never 
complains,  he  only  —  dies."  Her  voice 
dropped  away  to  a  low  whisper. 

Alfred  turned  from  her  with  an  impatient 
exclamation. 

''  Nothing  of  the  sort,"  he  replied  ;  "  the 
mother  exaggerates ;  it  is  her  way  to  do 
so.  Of  course  she  believes  her  own  exag- 
gerations." 

He  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out  in 
dissatisfaction;  at  the  moment  he  could  hardly 
think  of  Eedfern,  he  was  too  much  disturbed 
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at  the  change  in  Violet,  v^hich  seemed  to 
have  undone  all  the  hopes  of  the  past  weeks. 
She  followed  him  there,  putting  her  hand  on 
his  arm,  and  looking  up  into  his  clouded  face. 

"  What  are  we  to  do  T  she  said. 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  answered,  glancing 
down  at  her  gloomily. 

She  took  her  hand  away  at  once,  and  spoke 
with  more  passion. 

"  I  have  done  it  all.  I  would  not  fororive 
him  ;  I  wanted  to  cro  on  hatino^  him.  If  I, 
who  loved  him  so,  who  wanted  him  to  have 
more  than  any  one  else,  could  be  so  hard 
and  cruel,  how  can  I  hope  that  God,  to  whom 
he  is  no  more  than  others — how  can  I  even 
ask  Him  to  be  kind  ?" 

Alfred  turned  and  put  his  hand  on  her 
shoulder. 

''  Letty,"  he  said,  ''  don't  think  so." 

She  shrank  from  him  and  went  on. 

"  But  I  must ;  it  is  true.  It  is  I  who  have 
done  it  all.  This  is  an  answer  to  my  own 
hard  thoughts ;  and  now  I  can  help  him  in 
nothing — and  he  was  my  dearest !"  she  said, 
murmuring  the  last  words  in  tones  full  of 
love  and  remorse. 

47—2 
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Alfred  started  from  her,  and  walked  across 
the  room  again. 

*'  Letty,"  he  said,  *^  you  try  me  too  much." 

" Do  I  V  she  answered ;  "I  am  sorry." 

She  leant  against  the  window-frame  tremb- 
ling, and  did  not  attempt  to  look  at  him. 

''  Tell  me  what  you  want  V  he  said  hur- 
riedly ;  "  do  you  want  to  go  to  him  '?" 

She  started  at  once  from  her  listless  atti- 
tude, and  her  face  flushed. 

"•  No,  certainly  not ;  that  would  be  dread- 
ful." 

''  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Alfred,  and  he 
came  back  to  the  window.  "  I  thought  you 
meant  that." 

**  No,"  she  answered,  looking  at  him  wist- 
fully ;  ''  but  if  you  would  go." 

'^  Do  you  wish  it  ?" 

"  Yes,  very  much." 

''  Then  I  will  go." 

She  said  ''  Thank  you,"  and  leaned  her 
head  against  his  shoulder  as  he  stood  there, 
for  she  was  very  weary  with  anxiety  and 
waiting. 

He  put  his  arm  round  her  supportingly, 
and  said  "  Poor  child  1" 
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She  turned  her  pale  face  up  to  him  and 
answered,  *'  You  are  sorry  for  me,  but  you 
don't  think  of  him,  and  it  is  worse  there  than 
here." 

''  He  will  get  better  yet ;  people  who  are 
young  and  strong  don't  die  so  easily,  and  I 
will  go  to  see.  Do  you  w^ant  me  to  tell  him 
anything  V* 

''  No,"  she  said ;  "  it  is  enough  if  you  go  ; 
he  will  know  that  you  come  from  me." 

'^  That  is  all  I  can  do  for  either  of  you," 
said  Alfred,  a  little  bitterly. 

"  No,"  she  answered,  ''  not  all.  After- 
wards I  will  love  you,  and  you  shall  help  me. 
I  mean  it  really.  I  have  never  forgiven  him 
in  my  heart  before,  but  now — now,  if  this  is 
spared  me,  anything  else  will  be  easy." 

"  I  am  afraid  not." 

"  You  don't  understand,  I  don't  want  to 
go  to  him  now,  I  don't  want  to  meddle  in  his 
life  any  more.  I  have  spoilt  it  enough 
already.  I  wanted  so  much  to  bring  some 
good  to  him,  and  I  have  brought  all  this  evil. 
Now  it  is  my  fault  for  which  he  suffers.  If 
only  he  may  not  be  punished  any  more  for 
my  sin,  I  will  be  content." 
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'*  It  has  not  been  your  sin." 

"  You  think  not,  because  you  don't  know. 
All  the  time  I  have  been  saying  to  myself 
that  I  wanted  no  help  or  kindness,  that  the 
worst  had  come  to  me,  and  I  was  afraid  of 
nothing  ;  so  I  would  not  pray,  and  I  would 
not  forgive,  and  I  did  not  wmit  to  be  happy 
and  to  like  you  or  any  one  again.  Now  I 
know  the  worst  had  not  come.  I  forgot  what 
might  come  through  him  ;  I  thought  only  of 
myself;  I  did  not  know  that  my  wickedness 
would  be  visited  on  him,  and  that  because  I 
would  feel  in  no  other  way,  he  must  suffer. 
That  seems  cruel ;  it  is  not  his  fault ;  why 
should  he  be  punished  ?" 

**  You  are  blaming  yourself  needlessly," 
said  Alfred  ;  ''  you  could  not  have  prevented 
this." 

"  If  I  had  forgiven  him,"  she  said  in  a  low 
voice,  ^*  perhaps  God  would  have  forgiven  us 
both." 

*^  And  He  will  now ;  you  are  looking  at 
things  wrongly." 

^'  Oh,  if  He  will  1  then  I  can  be  happy, 
then  all  will  be  right.  I  don't  want  to  bring 
back  the  past ;  it  seems  right  now  that  Ked- 
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fern  and  I  should  be  nothing  to  each  other, 
and  there  is  always  you  to  be  kind  to  me. 
If  only  it  may  be  that  I,  who  loved  him  so, 
have  not  altogether  spoilt  his  life,  if  1  may 
quite  undo  the  past,  and  wipe  it  out,  I  shall 
be  satisfied  ;  it  is  so  much  better  than  this 
misery  which  I  am  giving  to  him,  or  even 
than  the  hardness  before,  when  my  anger 
against  him  stood  between  me  and  all  that 
was  good." 

"  And  you  forgive  him  now  T 

**  Yes,  will  you  tell  him  so  ?  I  think, 
perhaps,  it  will  be  best  after  all,  if  you  will." 

''  I  will  tell  him  anything  you  wish." 

''  Ask  him  to  forgive  me  too,  and  tell  him 
I  will  try  to  be  happy,  if  only  he  will  be  so, 
if  he  will  let  me  know  that  I  have  not  spoilt 
his  Hfe  altogether." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Alfred. 

"And,"  she  said,  clinging  closer  to  him, 
"  I  want  to  ask  you  something.  If  he  must 
die,  if  he  is  sure  not  to  get  better,  will  you 
take  me  to  him,  and  let  me  teU  him  myself, 
and  know  that  he  forgives  me  first  T 

"  Yes,"  said  Alfred,  "  I  promise  it." 

"Thank   you,"  she  murmured,  "you  are 


168  THE  GARDEN  AT  MONKHOLME. 

very  good  ;  with  you  to  help  me  I  am  not  so 
much  afraid  of  myself,  nor  of  other  things. 
I  am  glad  you  are  going  to  him." 

"  I  will  go  to-day." 

"  Then  I  shall  hear  to-morrow,"  she  said. 

''  Yes,"  he  said,  taking  her  listless  hand  in 
his  strong  ones,  and  looking  at  her  stead- 
fastly ;  "  to-morrow  you  will  hear  that  he  is 
better,  that  he  won't  destroy  your  life  with 
his." 

''  Ah,"  she  answered,  drawing  a  deep 
breath,  ''if  it  could  be  so  I  How  do  you 
know  ?" 

'*  I  feel  sure  of  it ;  he  is  not  of  the  sort  to 
die  easily,  especially  when  he  wills  to  live." 

''  But  does  he  ?" 

"  Do  not  you  will  it  so  ?"  he  answered  her, 
and  then  he  let  her  hand  fall  from  his,  and 
turned  away. 

She  looked  after  him  a  little  wistfully,  as 
if  she  would  have  said  more,  but  he  bore  the 
expression  of  a  man  who  had  finished  speak- 
ing, and  thought  only  of  action  ;  so  she  was 
silent. 

He  left  Scotland  by  the  earliest  available 
train,  leaving  her  behind  to  wait  for  tidings. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

THE    GIFT    THAT    SETS    FREE. 

Violet  had  not  to  wait  long  in  suspense. 
Not  many  hours  after  her  husband  left  her 
she  received  a  telegram  from  him ;  it  was 
very  brief,  but  told  her  all  she  asked  to  know 
at  first. 

*'  I  have  seen  Kedfern  ;  he  is  a  little  better ; 
I  will  write  to-morrow  ;" — that  was  the  whole 
of  it. 

It  came  to  her  like  a  glad  relief;  it  was 
the  beginning  of  hope,  and  made  the  waiting 
that  came  after  it  more  easy  to  endure. 

Through  all  the  next  day  Yiolet  could 
expect  no  more  news,  but  she  lived  through 
it  very  patiently.  She  had  not  dared  to  hope 
even  for  so  much  good  tidings  as  the  telegram 
contained,   and    they   raised    her   from   the 
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depths  of  utter  despair  to  which  she  had 
sunk  before. 

The  second  morning  came,  and  with  it  a 
letter  from  Alfred.  She  took  it  with  tremb- 
ling fingers  and  longing  eyes ;  it  contained 
the  answer  to  the  problem  of  her  whole  life, 
and  she  was  afraid — though  she  wished  with 
painful  earnestness — to  open  it. 

It  was  a  long  letter,  but  when  at  last  she 
broke  it  open  she  seemed  to  understand  its 
whole  import  at  once  and  to  be  satisfied. 

"  Dear  Letty,"  it  began, 

*^  I  have  nothing  but  good  news  to  tell 
you.  Redfern  is  very  much  better ;  he  is  also 
quite  conscious,  and  has  been  able  to  talk  to 
me.  He  did  not  seem  at  all  surprised  to  see 
me,  and  when  I  told  him  you  had  sent  me, 
he  did  not  seem  surprised  at  that  either. 

"  After  I  gave  him  your  message  he  said, 
'  I  always  knew  that  she  would  forgive  me ; 
although  she  did  not  believe  it  herself;  it  is 
against  her  nature  to  be  angry  long.'  Then 
he  told  me  to  tell  you  that  he  had  no  forgive- 
ness for  you,  only  more  gratitude  than  he 
could  utter.     '  No  doubt,'  he  said,  '  she  thinks 
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me  a  moral  coward,  because  I  have  given 
way  like  this,  and  supposes  that  I  have 
given  up  hoping  for  anything  now  I  have 
lost  her ;  but,  though  my  life  will  be  a  very 
different  thing  from  what  it  seemed  a  few 
months  ago,  it  will  also  be  very  different  from 
what  it  would  have  been  if  I  had  never  known 
her.  She  has  given  me  much  that  I  can 
never  lose,  and  has  shown  me  more  that  I 
can  never  forget.  There  are  many  things  in 
life  that  I  only  guessed  at  vaguely  before, 
but  which  she  made  such  realities  to  me  that 
I  shall  never  again  lose  my  faith  in  them. 
At  first  the  loss  of  her  seemed  so  dreadful, 
that  it  made  me  blind  to  everything  else  ;  now 
I  begin  to  remember  what  a  gain  it  is  ever  to 
have  loved  such  a  woman  at  all.  1  will  not 
turn  the  blessing  of  the  love  she  gave  me 
into  a  curse ;  it  shall  be  a  blessing  always 
that  I  had  it  for  a  Httle  time.  It  was  not  fit 
that  I  should  have  it  longer;  but  the  trust 
she  gave  to  me  shall  make  me  braver,  if  not 
happier,  always ;  and  you  must  tell  her  that 
my  life  can  never  be  as  blank  again  as  it  was 
before  she  showed  me  what  a  woman's  truth 
and  tenderness  could  be.'  " 
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Violet  could  read  no  further ;  her  eyes 
filled  with  happy  tears,  and  she  bent  her  head 
lower  over  the  clearly- written  page.  All  her 
prayers  were  so  fully  answered,  that  it  seemed 
as  if  she  could  never  wish  for  anything  again. 

Alfred's  letter  continued  : 

*'  I  think  this  is  all  he  told  me  to  tell  you ; 
I  tried  to  remember  everything,  because  I 
knew  you  would  like  to  know  it,  and  it  is 
unlikely  that  we  shall  talk  about  you  again. 

"  Mrs.  Hilborough  is  in  rather  better  spirits 
than  when  I  first  came ;  she  was  inclined  to 
receive  me  a  little  angrily,  but  she  treats  me 
quite  amicably  now,  and  I  think  she  finds  it 
a  relief  to  have  me  here.  I  am  very  glad  I 
came. 

'*  It  is  a  pity  Kedfern  has  had  to  work  so 
hard  lately,  but  it  seems  that  his  mother  had 
been  exceeding  her  means  without  his  know- 
ledge, and  he  had  to  make  up  for  it. 

"  They  do  seem  very  poor ;  but  I  suppose 
they  are  better  ofi*  now  than  they  used  to  be, 
and  Kef  assures  me  that  they  will  have  a  very 
comfortable  income  with  his  own  added  to  his 
mother's.     He  spends  so  little  on  himself. 
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"  The  little  girls  were  allowed  to  see  liim 
this  afternoon ;  he  told  them  I  had  come 
from  you  and  was  going  back  again,  and 
asked  if  they  would  not  send  their  love  to 
you.  The  older  ones  did  not  speak,  and  the  • 
least  of  them  all,  said  loudly,  '  No,  she  would 
not,  because  Bef  wanted  Cousin  Letty,  and 
she  did  not  come.' 

"Redfern  looked  at  them  very  seriously, 
and  said,  in  his  earnest  way,  that  I  had  come 
instead,  and  he  did  not  want  you  any  more ; 
'  and  if  you  love  me/  he  told  them,  ^  you  must 
love  Cousin  Letty  very  much  always  ;  because 
no  one  in  the  world  has  ever  been  so  kind  to 
me  as  she  has.'     He  seemed  to  remember  all 
at  once  that  his  mother  was  in  the  room,  and 
he  said  to  her,  ^  Though  you  have  been  very 
good  to  me;  much  better  than   I   deserve.' 
Mrs.  Hilborough,  as  usual,  began  to  cry,  and 
to  say  that  she  never  did  expect  any  gratitude 
from  her  children.     She  seems  ready  to  cry 
upon  every  occasion,  but  she  is  really  a  good- 
natured  creature,  and  very  kind  to  me. 

"  The  little  girls  came  to  me  afterwards 
very  quietly,  and  begged  me  to  take  you 
their  love ;  but  the  youngest  gave  me  a  kiss 


174  THE  GARDEI^  AT  MONKHOLME. 

at  once,  and  told  me  it  was  for  you.  How 
long  must  I  keep  it  first  1  I  am  selfish  and 
impatient  perhaps,  but  I  wish  very  much  for 
the  time  when  we  shall  not  be  so  far  apart. 

"  However,  I  will  wait ;  you  are  very  well 
worth  waiting  for. 

"  I  intend  to  stay  here  as  long  as  I  can.  I 
find  it  possible  to  be  useful  in  so  many  ways 
while  Redfern  is  out  of  the  way.  If  you 
want  me,  send  at  once ;  and  whenever  you 
wish  for  anything,  or  feel  very  miserable, 
write  and  tell  me.  I  like  to  know  all  about 
you ;  can't  you  trust  me,  dear,  to  understand 
all  you  must  feel,  even  when  it  hurts  myself 
a  little  ? 

''  I  know  perfectly  well  that  you  will  love 
me  all  the  better  for  having  found  it  hard  to 
love  me  at  first. 

*'  Your  afiectionate  husband, 

"  Alfred  Hilborough." 

When  Violet  had  finished  the  letter,  she 
lifted  it  to  her  lips,  and  kissed  it  softly  and 
gently.  Even  the  words  at  the  end  did  not 
touch  her  at  all,  except  with  a  sweet  sense  of 
a  protecting  tenderness  that  was  about  her 
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life,  that   only  waited  her  consent  to  come 
nearer  and  make  her  happy. 

Her  old  life  had  not  ended  after  all  in  a 
tragedy ;  the  dreadful  fear  that  she  had 
brought  despair  and  death  to  Kedfern  was 
taken  from  her — that  was  such  an  awful  load 
lifted  from  her  heart,  that  anything  else  was 
easy  to  bear  afterwards. 

A  strange  sweet  feeling  of  gratitude  stirred 
in  her  heaii:. 

"  God  is  very  good  to  me,"  she  said,  and 
she  could  say  nothing  else,  though  she  knelt 
down  with  her  face  in  her  hands  and  the 
letter  against  it,  and  did  not  rise  for  a  long 
time. 

For  all  that,  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  had 
gone  back  to  Him  in  whom  she  had  been 
used  to  trust,  and  a  delicious  sense  of  rest 
and  safety  came  upon  her,  in  spite  of  all  that 
was  still  sad  in  her  lot. 

When  she  rose,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  the 
sorrow  left  in  her  heart  was  only  sadness,  and 
no  longer  a  horror  of  despair ;  she  felt  free 
and  almost  happy;  the  great  oppression  of 
hatred  and  anger  had  left  her,  and  she  was 
once  more  on  good  terms  with  all  the  world. 
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She  had  forgiven  Kedfern,  and  Redfern  had 
forgiven  her,  and  again  she  might  give  her 
love  and  her  kindness  to  all  about  her ;  she 
had  grudged  it  before  to  every  one  in  the 
world  because  her  heart  refused  it  to  him. 

Besides  that,  they  had  no  longer  parted  in 
anger  and  blindness;  they  had  spoken,  though 
they  were  a  long  way  apart,  and  each  knew 
that  their  love,  though  it  had  failed  at  last, 
had  not  merely  been  a  dreadful  and  cruel 
mistake,  it  had  been  a  true  and  good  thing  ; 
they  could  put  it  away  without  remorse  or 
enmity,  and  enter  on  a  new  and  separate  life 
without  the  sense  of  having  given  or  received 
a  hopeless  injury. 

It  was  such  a  relief  to  emerge  from  the 
black  night  of  fear  and  guilt  in  which  Mrs. 
Hilborough's  letter  had  plunged  her,  even  into 
the  twilight  of  her  present  hopes,  that  Violet 
did  not  look  backwards,  past  that  utter  dark- 
ness into  the  full  sunlight  of  her  life  before  ;  it 
was  so  good  to  feel  cruel  and  wicked  no 
longer,  to  have  forgiven  Kedfern,  to  be  at 
peace  with  all  the  world,  and,  above  all,  to 
have  returned  to  her  old  loving  faith,  that 
she  could  not  at  present  be  conscious  of  any 
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further  desire ;  she  was  fully  satisfied  with 
her  life ;  she  had  got  more  than  she  had 
dared  to  ask  for ;  there  was  nothing  but  con- 
tentment and  thankfulness  in  her  heart. 

Every  morning  after  that  letter  came  to 
her  she  seemed  to  come  down  into  a  world 
that  was  very  good  and  beautiful ;  all  the 
trees,  and  the  hilLs,  and  the  long  gleams  of 
water  were  full  of  a  delicious  loveliness  that 
came  to  her  with  new  and  solemn  sweetness.. 
She  was  very  quiet  in  those  days,  and  spoke 
little  to  any  one,  but  often  stood  musing 
dreamily,  in  a  mood  of  subdued  quietness 
that  was  as  restful  to  her  after  the  past 
bitter  rebellion  as  a  peaceful  sleep  after  long 
watching. 

She  gave  herself  completely  into  the  care 
of  hands  stronger  than  her  own.  She  knew 
that  she  herself  merited  no  forgiveness  ;  but 
the  sense  of  the  love  from  w^hich  she  had 
persistently  estranged  herself,  was  all  about 
her  life,  and  left  no  room  for  dismay  or  re- 
grets ;  her  heart  became  quiet  and  peaceful, 
so  that  she  asked  no  questions  of  the  future, 
and  remembered  the  past  with  no  strong 
stirring  of  emotion.    It  was  a  terrible  struggle 
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from  which  she  had  come  out  worn  and  tired, 
but  still  at  rest;  and  full  of  renewed  love  and 
trust.  To  a  nature  like  hers  the  blackest 
misfortune  that  could  happen  was  the  op- 
pression of  enmity  and  anger ;  having  es- 
caped from  that  horror,  she  was  reconciled 
to  life  again. 

Her  letters  to  her  husband  at  this  time 
were  kinder  than  they  had  been  before  ;  she 
seemed  even  to  be  grateful  for  his  tenderness. 

''  It  is  so  good  that  you  should  go  on  loving 
me,"  she  wrote  once,  ^^  when  I  have  been  so 
wicked  and  hard  to  you  ;  it  seems  as  if  every 
one  were  in  a  hurry  to  forgive  me  when  I 
was  so  slow  myself  to  forgive." 

It  was  evident  that  she  began  to  forget 
herself,  and  to  think  of  him,  because  the  idea 
came  to  her  for  the  first  time  that  he  deserved 
a  better  sort  of  love  than  any  she  had  left  to 
give,  and  she.  wrote  to  him  :  '^  How  could  you 
let  me  be  so  unjust  as  to  take  so  much  for 
what  was  worth  so  little  ?  It  might  be  that 
I  was  mad  at  the  time,  but  you  were  sane  ; 
why  did  you  not  tell  me  the  truth '? 

"  I  do  not  deserve  your  love  ;  and  it  is  too 
late  to  ask  you  to  take  it  back.     You  are  too 
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good  to  me.  Love  me  a  little  less.  My 
own  coldness  to  you  seems  a  dreadful  thing 
after  your  kindness.  How  shall  I  ever  love 
you  enough  in  return  ? 

'^  Yet,  if  you  knew  how  much  I  begin  to 
rely  on  your  affection  for  me,  how  your 
words  seem  to  comfort  me  when  I  feel  lost 
and  alone,  I  do  not  think  you  would  be  sorry 
to  have  loved  me,  even  now." 

And  that  letter  she  signed  "  Your  affec- 
tionate wife,  Violet." 

After  that,  both  she  and  Alfred  began  to 
look  forward  to  the  time  when  they  should 
meet  again.  Both  of  them  thought  it  best, 
however,  for  him  to  spend  as  much  time  as 
possible  at  Mrs.  James  Hilborough's  while 
Redfern  was  ill ;  for  Mrs.  Hilborough  was  a 
helpless  sort  of  woman,  who  needed  some 
one  to  appeal  to  for  advice  and  assistance. 
As  Redfern  recovered,  the  idea  occurred  to 
Alfred  that  it  would  a  good  thing  for  him  if 
they  could  take  together  the  tour  which  had 
been  so  disastrously  interfered  with  in  the 
spring.  As  soon  as  Eedfern  began  to  feel 
stronger,  he  wished  to  ignore  his  past  illness 
at  once,  and  to  go  on  working  as  usual.     It 
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would  have  been  impossible  to  persuade  him 
to  take  any  relaxation  unless  Alfred  asked 
him  to  go  as  his  companion;  Alfred  therefore 
wrote  to  Violet  and  told  her  his  idea,  saying 
also  that  if  they  went  he  must  come  over  to 
see  her  first. 

Violet  thanked  him  for  having  thought  of 
the  plan,  saying  that  he  always  seemed  to 
suggest  the  things  she  would  wish  for 
most. 

""  And  come  to  me  first,  as  you  propose," 
she  added,  "for  I  think  it  will  do  me  a  great 
deal  of  good  to  see  you." 

Alfred  went  to  Scotland  for  one  day  after 
all  his  plans  were  settled.  He  was  to  start 
for  Wales  with  Redfern  the  following  after- 
noon. 

Violet  met  him  in  the  garden,  and  put  out 
her  hand  to  him  quite  silently,  leaving  it  in 
his  as  they  walked  to  the  house  together. 

They  had  each  felt  that  they  had  a  great 
deal  to  say  to  each  other,  but  at  first  they 
were  very  silent,  only  asking  a  fe\\^  questions 
and  answering  them  briefly.  For  all  that, 
there  was  no  sense  of  estrangement  between 
them  ;  they  trusted  in  each  other  fully,  and 
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Violet  felt  a  pleasant  sense  of  protecting 
tenderness  in  her  husband's  presence. 

Afterwards,  when  the  first  feeling  of 
strangeness  had  worn  off,  they  talked  a  great 
deal  together,  but  very  quietly,  as  if  they 
were  afraid  of  disturbing  the  peace  and  satis- 
faction of  the  moment.  Violet  had  a  peculiar 
faculty  of  entering  into  the  life  of  any  one 
she  cared  for,  and  finding  an  interest  in  the 
merest  details  of  it ;  so  she  spoke  to  Alfred 
of  all  he  had  been  doing,  or  was  going  to  do, 
listening  to  what  he  said  in  a  gentle,  attentive 
way. 

It  was  some  time  before  she  could  over- 
come her  reluctance  to  turn  the  conversation 
to  herself,  and  to  speak  of  her  own  affairs. 
When  she  did  so,  it  was  still  with  gentle 
quietness. 

"  Have  you  never  been  very  angry  with 
me  for  my  unkindness  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Never.  How  could  I  expect  anything 
else  to  begin  with  ?" 

''  And  do  you  expect  it  now  V  she  said, 
turning  to  him  her  soft  patient  eyes. 

"  I  hope  for  it  very  much." 

She  looked  away  from  him  with  dreamy 
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sadness  to  the  distant  hills ;  they  were  sitting 
together  on  a  seat  in  the  garden,  and  he  put 
his  hand  on  hers  gently,  as  if  he  would  recall 
her  thoughts  to  him.  Her  fingers  nestled 
into  his,  but  she  did  not  speak  for  a  mo- 
ment. 

"  You  shall  not  wait  long,"  she  said  ;  "  I 
feel  as  if  I  could  love  you,  and  like  everything 
very  easily.  I  don't  want  to  quarrel  with 
my  life  any  more  ;  but  at  present  I  am — not 
exactly  tired — but  I  feel  quite  quiet,  as  if  I 
did  not  want  to  feel  or  do  anything  much." 

"  You  are  not  unhappy  T  he  inquired 
anxiously. 

''  No ;  I  feel  almost  glad  every  minute ; 
there  is  such  a  sense  of  relief  in  my  life,  that 
I  don't  want  to  disturb  myself  yet.  I  am 
lazy  perhaps  ;  but  I  want  to  be  very  quiet — 
not  in  my  outer  life,  but  in  my  own  heart — 
just  for  a  little." 

"  I  think  I  understand  you." 

"  It  is  a  comfort  to  me  to  have  seen  you, 
for  all  that.  I  do  so  want  always  to  have 
some  one  to  love  me,  and  I  am  conscious  all 
the  time,  when  I  don't  seem  to  care,  that 
you  do." 
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''Yes  ;  you  never  need  to  doubt  that." 

"  It  was  so  miserable  to  feel  rebellious  ;  I 
had  no  idea  before  how  dreadful  life  could 
be  if  you  chose  to  turn  your  face  from  all  that 
is  good.  Now  that  feeling  has  quite  gone,  I 
don't  think  I  care  very  much  at  present  what 
happens  to  me.  I  could  hardly  say  '  No ' 
very  strongly  to  anything.  It  is  such  hap- 
piness to  have  put  my  own  will  away  and  not 
to  be  angry." 

''  You  would  say  *  No  '  if  you  could  T  he 
questioned  her. 

"  Don't  ask  me,"  she  answered,  "  how  can 
I  teU  yet  ?  I  am  sure  that  some  day  I  shall 
choose  not  to  have  said  it.  Is  it  not  a  very 
good  thing  indeed  to  have  you  caring  for  me  ? 
Have  I  not  loved  you,  in  some  way,  aU  my 
life  ?  I  am  very  glad  now  to  have  to  decide 
nothing.  You  will  settle  my  future  for  me, 
and  it  is  pleasant  to  leave  it  to  you.  What 
a  dreary  thing  it  would  have  been  to  have  to 
map  out  my  own  life  from  now,  while  nobody 
cared  how  I  planned  it.  It  is  very  good  to 
have  only  one  thing  that  is  right  to  do,  then 
you  have  not  to  think,  and  to  vex  yourself, 
and  to  grow  impatient." 
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'^  I  am  afraid,  dear,  this  is  only  resigna- 
tion," he  said  in  a  low  voice. 

^^  The  rest  will  come ;  don't  you  know  me 
well  enough  to  be  sure  of  it  ?  Was  it  not 
always  hard  for  me  to  refuse  to  love  any  one 
who  wanted  me  T  she  answered,  with  half  a 
smile. 

''  Yet  you  have  found  it  very  hard  not  to 
refuse." 

"  That  was  because  I  was  wicked — because 
I  would  not  forgive  Redfern.  How  could  I 
bear  to  love  you,  so  long  as  I  was  determined 
to  hate  him  ?  I  shut  my  heart  to  all  forgive- 
ness, so  it  was  shut  to  all  comfort.  It  is 
different  now.  I  am  so  happy  to  think  that 
he  does  not  mind  very  much,  and  that  God 
has  let  me  be  sorry  and  forgive  him  com- 
pletely, that  I  can  bear  now  to  keep  thinking 
how  kind  you  are,  and  almost  to  tell  you  that 
I  love  you  for  it." 

"  May  I  come  again  when  we  leave  Wales?" 

"  Yes,  I  shall  want  you  then,  I  know,"  she 
answered,  leaning  her  shoulder  against  his  as 
she  spoke. 

"'  Letty,  dearest,"  he  said,  clasping  her 
hand  in  both  his,  and  holding  it  tightly,  *'  I 
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wish  I  could  think  that  I  shall  ever  make 
you  as  happy  as  I  hope  to  be  before  long." 

"  I  shall  be  as  happy  some  day,"  she 
answered,  turning  to  him  with  a  smile  on 
her  lips,  though  her  eyes  were  serious  still ; 
"■  there  is  no  need  to  be  in  a  hurry.  Are  not 
things  very  good  for  me  as  they  are  ?" 

They  said  little  more  after  that,  but  re- 
turned to  the  house.  Mr.  Donaldson  was 
infinitely  relieved  to  see  the  good  under- 
standing existing  between  his  ward  and  her 
husband.  Alfred  looked  quite  bright  and 
hopeful,  and  Violet  was  no  longer  self- 
absorbed  and  forgetful  ;  she  said  little,  but 
her  eyes  were  observant  of  all  that  he  did, 
and  her  face  showed  an  interest  in  all  he 
said. 

Alfred  said  good-bye  to  her  alone ;  the 
time  had  passed  when  she  shrank  from  such 
a  farewell.  He  held  her  hand  lingeringly, 
and  looked  at  her  longingly  before  they 
parted ;  but  even  yet  he  would  ask  her  for 
nothing  more.  Violet's  eyes  were  fixed  on 
him  earnestly,  as  if  she  understood  all  his 
tenderness  and  self-denial,  and  longed  to  give 
some  return  for  it. 
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When  he  turned  away  silently,  and  with 
an  effort,  her  fingers  closed  on  his  more 
firmly,  and  she  drew  nearer  to  him,  bending 
her  head  so  that  it  just  touched  him,  and  not 
unconsciously. 

''  You  need  not  leave  me  like  that,"  she 
said  gently,  "  if  you  would  rather  not.  I 
think  I  almost  love  you  now." 

His  arm  closed  round  her  at  once ;  she 
lifted  her  face  and  he  kissed  her ;  it  was  im- 
possible for  him  to  speak  at  that  moment. 
He  let  her  go,  and  went  without  a  single 
word. 

Violet  mused  afterwards  in  a  subdued 
dreaminess  that  was  half  sweet  and  half  sad. 

"  It  is  strange  that  he  should  love  me  so 
very  much,"  was  what  she  thought  about  it. 
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CHAPTER  lY. 

A    CHANGE    OF    PLACES. 

Violet  Hilborough  was  young  yet,  and  her 
nature  was  meant  to  be  a  happy  one ;  it  was 
also  contrary  to  her  disposition  to  look  back 
very  much  :  her  mind  was  always  going  on 
instead  to  the  future,  and  she  readily  ac- 
cepted the  inevitable.  She  was  not  very 
much  in  the  habit  of  walking  with  her  head 
turned  mentally  backwards  and  a  perpetual 
and  regretful  "  if"  in  her  mind ;  whatever 
had  been  done  last,  there  was  always  the 
next  thing  to  be  done  still,  and  it  was  much 
simpler  to  think  of  that  and  to  go  forward. 
Therefore  after  the  first  shock  of  her  great 
loss  passed  away,  and  there  was  only  left 
in  her  mind  the  distinct  knowledge  that  all 
her  past  existence  was  finished  and  gone  from 
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her  for  ever,  she  began  again  to  breathe  more 
easily,  and  to  find  a  strong  life  still  stirring 
in  her  mind  and  heart.  She  had  still  energies 
and  faculties  that  must  be  used  in  some  way, 
and  they  began  to  make  new  channels  for 
themselves. 

There  was  an  interval  of  peace  that  almo^ 
grew  to  cheerfulness  after  her  husband  left 
her  and  went  to  Wales.  The  summer  weather 
was  pleasant,  and  Violet's  mind  was  at  ease  ; 
there  was  still  room  for  new  hopes  to  grow 
in  her  blighted  life.  She  also  received  daily 
pleasant  letters  from  her  husband,  and  it  was 
an  occupation  for  her  evenings  to  answer 
them ;  then  it  gave  a  new  interest  to  her 
own  actions  to  speak  of  them  to  some  one 
else. 

In  Alfred's  letters  Redfern  was  rarely 
mentioned,  and  then  only  in  a  casual  way  ; 
Violet  did  not  desire  anything  more ;  her 
disposition  was  not  curious,  though  closely 
sympathetic,  and  the  wish  to  be  acquainted 
with  all  that  concerned  Redfern  passed  away, 
as  she  knew  that  she  could  interfere  in  -his 
existence  no  more.  Yet  it  was  a  satisfaction 
to  her  to  know  that  he  was  with  Alfred  then ; 
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it  seemed  to  make  the  change  in  her  position 
less  unnatural,  since  it  could  be  accepted 
simply  by  the  two  men  who  loved  her,  de- 
stroyed no  friendships,  and  produced  no  bit- 
terness. It  was  easier  for  her  to  feel  a 
growing  tenderness  for  her  husband,  when 
he  accepted  the  debt  she  owed  to  Kedfern  as 
his  own  instead  of  hers,  and  paid  it  willingly 
for  her  without  anger  or  jealousy.  The  feel- 
ing of  regret  for  Redferns  lot  and  earnest 
interest  in  it  ceased  to  be  a  cause  of  mental 
separation  from  Alfred,  since  he  elected  to 
share  it  with  her,  and  to  take  his  place  by 
her  side  as  a  lover  and  helper,  instead  of  in 
an  opposing  position  as  a  claimant  and  pos- 
sible reproacher. 

Redfern  grew  well  and  strong ;  he  walked 
a  great  deal,  and  talked  much  of  his  art  and 
his  future  work  in  it :  that  was  the  whole  of 
what  Violet  heard  concerning  him.  She  was 
perfectly  satisfied ;  she  knew  that  he  also  was 
saved  from  the  great  despair  that  had  over- 
whelmed them  both,  that  he  was  set  free  at 
last  from  all  the  influences  of  her  life,  that 
the  ties  she  had  so  longed  to  rivet  were 
broken  asunder  for  ever ;  and  that  was  all 


190  THE  GARDEN  AT  MONKHOLME. 

she  dared  to  ask  henceforth,  all  that  she 
cared  to  know  about  his  life  afterwards.  She 
had  wholly  given  up  the  rest. 

Violet's  mother  had  again  asked  her  to  go 
and  stay  with  her,  but  Violet  delayed  the 
visit ;  she  dreaded  a  return  to  any  of  the 
scenes  of  her  past  life  till  she  could  bear  to 
have  her  husband  with  her  when  she  saw 
them. 

Alfred  was  the  only  one  who  had  loved 
her  very  much,  and  been  any  help  or  comfort 
to  her ;  she  cared  only  at  present  to  receive 
affection  from  him. 

Yet  she  began  to  find  it  lonely  in  those 
long  bright  days  of  summer ;  she  had  no 
friends  near,  and  her  host  and  hostess  were 
silent  people  :  also,  she  began  to  long  to  see 
once  more  Monkholme,  with  its  familiar 
garden  and  well-known  surroundings.  It 
seemed  an  age  since  she  had  left  it ;  she  had 
passed  a  whole  new  life  since  then,  and  was 
ready  to  go  back  to  her  childhood  there  and 
begin  her  existence  over  again,  taking  up  her 
old  course  of  cheerful  enjoyment  where  it 
had  been  broken  off,  at  the  point  when  she 
had  begun  to  forget  Alfred  and  to  think  of 
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Redfern.  All  the  time  between  was  an 
interlude  that  had  no  connection  with  the 
before  and  after.  She  trembled  when  she 
thought  of  it,  but  it  was  possible  now  to  turn 
to  her  husband  for  re-assurance  when  it 
returned  to  her. 

So  she  began  to  look  forward  to  the  time 
when  she  would  ao^ain  move  amonof  the  trees 
and  flowers  at  Monkholme,  but  she  knew 
very  well  that  she  could  not  go  there  till  her 
husband  went  with  her. 

Therefore,  as  the  time  drew  near  when  he 
would  leave  Wales  and  come  again  to  see 
her,  she  mused  more  and  more  on  the  pos- 
sibility of  giving  him  the  affection  he  waited 
for,  and  she  thought  at  last,  ''  If  he  asks  me 
to  go  to  Monkholme  very  soon,  I  will  go \' 
but  she  only  uttered  it  in  her  own  mind,  and 
waited  till  he  should  seek  to  find  it  there. 

After  she  had  made  that  resolution,  a  new 
shyness  and  strangeness  came  upon  her ;  her 
letters  to  her  husband  became  quieter  and 
more  reticent  in  tone  :  she  found  it  difficult 
to  speak  so  frankly  about  herself,  yet  his 
expressions  of  affection  did  not  please  her  less 
than  before. 
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Nearly  a  month  had  passed  since  Alfred 
went  away ;  she  expected  a  visit  from  him  in 
a  few  days ;  she  waited  for  it  dreamily  and 
quietly,  with  no  sensations  of  eagerness  and 
with  none  of  dread.  It  was  a  calm  and  sunny 
afternoon ;  she  sat  in  her  own  room,  with  a 
book  in  her  hand  that  she  hardly  read.  She 
expected  no  interruption,  for  visitors  were 
rare  in  that  house ;  she  had  noticed  no  sound 
of  an  arrival,  but  the  housemaid  knocked  at 
the  door  and  told  her  she  was  asked  for : 
*'  Mr.  Hilborough  was  waiting  in  the  drawing- 
room." 

Violet's  face  flushed,  and  her  heart  began 
to  beat ;  she  had  meant  to  receive  her  husband 
very  kindly,  and  this  sudden  arrival  made  her 
feel  shy  and  agitated.  She  got  up  at  once, 
however,  and  glanced  at  herself  in  the  glass ; 
she  would  have  liked  to  put  on  some  prettier 
ornaments,  and  to  linger  a  little  to  re-arrange 
her  hair ;  but  she  remembered  that  the  truest 
kindness  was  to  go  to  him  without  delay,  so 
she  went  down  at  once. 

She  opened  the  drawing-room  door  and 
went  in,  shutting  it  after  her;  then  she 
looked  round  and  saw  Redfern  Hilborough. 
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For  one  moment  a  great  flood  of  passionate 
feelings  and  wild  thoughts  swept  over  her, 
and  she  longed  to  fly  away  and  hide  herself 
alone  for  ever ;  then  it  passed,  leaving  her 
quite  calm. 

Redfern  had  met  her  expectant  glance, 
and  he  understood  the  look  that  was  not 
meant  for  him  :  he  could  not  bear  to  see  it, 
and  so  turned  away ;  when  he  looked  again 
her  face  had  changed — it  was  quite  calm. 

She  had  clasped  her  fingers  together ;  she 
came  forward  a  little,  but  did  not  put  out  her 
hand. 

''  You  have  come  from  my  husband  ?"  she 
asked. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Redfern,  his  eyes  meeting 
hers  and  leaving  them  again  instantly, ''  Alfred 
sent  me." 

"  Then,"  said  Violet,  ''he  is  ill,  or  he  would 
have  come  himself." 

"  Yes,"  rephed  Redfern  in  low  tones,  "  you 
are  quite  right." 

Violet  waited  for  a  moment. 

"  Will  you  go  on,  if  you  please,"  she  said 
then. 

"  You  have  guessed  it  nearly  all,"  replied 

VOL.  in.  49 
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Redfern,  '^  it  is  dreadful  to  me  to  bring  such 
news  to  you." 

"  Never  mind  that,"  she  answered  gently, 
^'  it  is  not  your  fault." 

''  I  am  not  sure  of  that,"  he  said  very 
bitterly. 

She  looked  surprised,  but  nothing  else ; 
her  mind  evidently  did  not  pause  with  him, 
but  went  on  at  once  to  what  he  had  to  tell 
her  :  he  saw  it,  and  with  an  effort  recovered 
his  quiet  tone. 

'^  Alfred  is  ill,  as  you  think ;  he  has  been 
hurt ;  I  came  to  tell  you." 

"Is  it  very  much  ?"  she  asked,  her  eyes 
seeking  his  in  all  the  unconsciousness  of  a 
stronger  interest  than  he  himself  presented  ; 
he  could  not  look  back  at  her  so,  but  avoided 
her  gaze  and  spoke  hurriedly  and  abruptly. 
"It  is  rather  serious,"  he  answered. 
"  But  he  will  get  better  ?  He  will  not  die  T 
There  was  no  mistaking  the  keen  anxiety 
in  those  words  ;  Redfern  roused  himself  com- 
pletely on  hearing  them,  and  answered  her 
firmly. 

"I  hope  he  will  get  better;  there  is  hope 
that  he  may." 
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*'  How  soon  can  I  go  to  him  ?  Must  I 
get  ready  now  V 

"  I  have  considered  the  times ;  there  is 
fully  an  hour  before  you  must  start,  if  you 
are  willing  to, go." 

"  If  1  am  willing !"  she  repeated,  with  a 
keen  accent  of  reproach ;  ''  did  you  doubt  it '? 
or  did  he  ?" 

*^  No,"  said  Kedfern,  rather  hoarsely,  '^  I 
never  did." 

^^  But  he  did  r 

**  If  he  did,"  Kedfern  answered,  '^  it  is 
because  he  does  not  know  you  yet  as  you 
tauo^ht  me  to  do  :  he  will  learn  the  lesson 
soon." 

*'You  say  I  have  an  hour,"  said  Violet, 
sitting  down,  and  returning  to  the  subject 
that  interested  her  most ;  ''  then  tell  me  about 
it  :  when  did  it  happen  ?" 

"Yesterday  evening." 

"  So  long  ago  !"  she  said  quickly,  with  a 
tone  of  distress  in  her  voice ;  **  why  was  I 
not  told  sooner  ?" 

"  It  was  too  late  for  a  letter  to  go." 

"  And  the  telegraph  1" 

"Alfred   did   not   wish   me   to   send;   he 
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begged  me  to  wait  till  this  morning,  that  he 
might  see  if  he  was  better.  He  seemed  to 
think  a  few  hours  could  not  matter." 

'^  He  thought  I  should  not  care  so  much 
to  know  ?"  Violet  asked. 

"■  I  don't  know — he  seemed  to  think  there 
was  no  reason — he  thought  there  was  no  need 
to  hurry,"  said  Redfern  reluctantly. 

''  And  you  thought  so  too,  perhaps  V  said 
Violet,  with  a  flushing  face  ;  "  you  could  not 
tell  him  anything  better  V 

"  If  I  thought  so  then,  T  do  not  think  so 
now ;  I  will  not  make  the  mistake  again." 

'^  Was  he  better  or  worse  when  you  came 
away  ?" 

"  About  the  same.  The  case  is  doubtful, 
but  you  may  really  hope ;  there  is  no  reason 
to  despair  of  his  recovery." 

"  How  was  he  hurt  ?" 

^'We  were  on  the  shore  together.  A 
piece  of  rock  fell  and  crushed  his  arm  and 
shoulder." 

Violet  shuddered. 

"  Does  he  suffer  very  much  ?" 

"  A  great  deal,  I  am  afraid." 

*'  You  are  sure  I  must  wait  an  hour  1     I 
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wish  I  could  be  there  this  minute.  It  was 
cruel  not  to  send  at  once." 

"You  midit  have  had  to  travel  alone. 
Your  husband  did  not  wish  it.  He  thought 
you  might  be  agitated,  and  desired  me  to 
take  care  of  you — if  you  will  allow  me  ?" 

"■  Oh,  yes,  thank  you,"  said  Violet  without 
one  moment's  thought ;  ''  does  he  not  want 
me  "?     Has  he  never  wished  me  to  be  there  ?" 

"  I  am  sure  it  will  be  a  great  comfort  to 
him  to  see  you." 

She  looked  at  him  earnestly,  as  if  in  spite 
of  the  past  relations  between  them  she  could 
speak  to  him  easily  and  simply  always  :  "  It 
shall  be,"  she  said,  "  if  I  can  make  it  so,"  and 
then  she  rose  and  left  him. 

Redfern  waited  alone  until  Mr.  Donaldson 
came  to  him.  He  was  in  a  curious  position 
there,  being  a  very  unimportant  person  where 
he  had  used  to  be  first.  It  was  impossible 
for  him  not  to  feel  the  change  strongly  as  he 
sat  in  soUtude.  It  was  nobody's  business  to 
see  him ;  he  was  a  mere  messenger,  a  stranger 
who  had  no  claim  or  interest  in  the  house. 
His  host  soon  joined  him,  however,  and 
addressed  him  with  grave  politeness.     Mr. 
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Donaldson  really  objected  strongly  to  the 
step  that  had  been  taken  in  sending  Redfern 
for  Violet,  but  it  was  too  late  to  interfere, 
and  he  made  no  observation  upon  it.  He 
quite  agreed  with  Violet  in  the  idea  that  she 
ought  to  go  to  her  husband  at  once.  He 
therefore,  by  his  manner,  declined  to  see  in 
Redfern  any  but  the  merest  acquaintance, 
whom  the  stress  of  circumstances  forced  into 
her  service,  and  talked  to  him  entirely  about 
trains  and  junctions. 

Violet  did  not  appear  again  till  she  was 
ready  to  start :  until  then  she  was  occupied 
upstairs  with  Miss  Donaldson.  She  was 
quite  self-possessed  and  capable  of  arranging 
her  plans ;  she  was  anxious  to  go  at  once, 
but  by  no  means  overcome.  There  was  a 
task  before  her  that  she  was  eager  to  do ;  she 
was  roused  at  last  to  a  keen  sympathy  with 
her  husband ;  it  seemed  that  her  love  was 
really  needed  now,  and  she  would  not  delay 
to  give  it. 

She  said  farewell  to  her  guardian  and  his 
sister,  and  set  out  with  Redfern,  hardly 
remembering  that  it  was  he  who  was  with 
her,  who  had   the  charge  of  her  for  some 
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hours  to  come.  She  was  so  absorbed  in  the 
end  of  her  journey  that  she  was  hardly 
conscious  of  the  progress  of  it.  Besides,  Red- 
fern  did  not  need  her  just  then,  and  Alfred 
did ;  why  should  she  think  of  Redfern  ? 

He  had  no  desire  to  obtrude  himself  on  her 
notice ;  he  attended  to  all  needful  things, 
looked  after  luggage,  put  her  in  carriages, 
closed  or  opened  windows,  and  then  sank 
back  in  his  corner,  silent  and  grave  as  usual. 
Clearly  they  were  completely  separated  ;  they 
had  nothing  to  say  to  each  other  for  ever- 
more. 

It  was  a  very  dreadful  journey  to  Redfern, 
none  the  less  so  that  Violet  did  not  seem  to 
guess  it.  She  sat  quietly  gazing  before  her 
with  bright  still  eyes,  all  her  thoughts 
evidently  bent  on  the  task  before  her,  which 
she  longed  to  accomplish.  "  He  has  been 
very  good  to  me  before,"  she  said  to  herself, 
"  it  is  my  turn  now."  It  was  her  husband 
she  thought  of,  and  not  Bedfern. 

Redfern  realized  fully  his  own  isolation ; 
he  had  no  aim  or  end  to  look  forward  to,  and 
was  at  liberty  to  notice  Violet  and  observe 
her  earnest  anxiety,  her  keen  desire  to  reach 
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her  husband  without  delay.     He  had  learnt 
the  hard  lesson  of  patience  and  silence  before, 
but  he  found  it  still  a  terrible  one  to  practise 
as  he  watched  unseen  Violet's  face,  with  its 
earnest   eyes    and    tender    mouth,    and    the 
simplicity   and    intense    truthfulness   of    its 
whole  expression.      He   looked  at   her,  un- 
observed, much  as  an  exile  shut  out  of  Eden 
might    gaze    through    the    half-open    gates, 
knowing   that    he    could   never  enter   there 
again.     It  was  his  own  hand,  too,  that  had 
closed  the  door,  and  those  inside  had  already 
forgotten  him ;  no  heart  followed  him  across 
the    barriers    with   sympathy   and   affection. 
He  felt  lost  and  astray,  and  utterly  alone ;  he 
was  more  than  exiled,  he  was  cut  off  from  all 
speech  or  knowledge  of  any  mind  that  could 
help  or  understand  him.     Yet  he  had  spoken 
the  truth  ;  he  would  never,  if  he  had  had  the 
choice,  have  retraced  his  life  to  the  time  when 
he  began  to  know  Violet,  and  elected  not  to 
have  loved  what   he  had  so  hopelessly  lost. 
That  bitter  experience  had  left  him  higher 
than  it  had  found  him ;  he  could  not  will  to 
step  down  again  into  ignorance  that  was  only 
despair,    without   the   relief  of   a   conscious 
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regret.  He  was  a  braver  and  stronger  man 
than  he  would  have  been  without  that 
episode  in  his  Hfe ;  his  melancholy  might  be 
deeper  henceforth,  but  his  bitterness  would 
be  less ;  he  had  attained  to  a  great  sorrow, 
but  was  for  ever  saved  from  mere  unfaith  : 
he  knew  at  least  all  he  might  have  had  when 
he  saw  it  pass  away  from  him. 

The  journey  was  long  and  wearisome,  but 
Violet  showed  no  signs  of  fatigue  or  im- 
patience. She  was  taking  her  maid  with  her, 
and  she  seemed  to  think  quite  as  much  of  her 
as  of  Redfern.  Possibly  the  way  in  which 
she  ignored  him  was  a  little  wilful,  but  it  was 
unconsciously  so. 

Bedfern  was  perfectly  silent  during  the 
first  part  of  the  journey ;  towards  the  end  of 
it  he  roused  himself  with  an  effort  to  address 
Violet.  He  had  hoped  that  she  would  ask 
him  some  more  questions  respecting  the 
accident ;  but  it  did  not  occur  to  her  to  do 
so  ;  her  mind  still  went  on  to  her  meeting 
with  her  husband. 

*'  I  should  like  to  tell  you  something,  if 
you  don't  mind,"  he  said,  Hfting  his  head  and 
looking  towards  her. 
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'^  I  don't  mind/'  said  Violet,  acquiescently. 

'^  It  was  my  fault  that  the  accident  happened 
yesterday." 

''  Yours  I     How  V 

He  almost  answered,/^  Yes,  you  have  to 
thank  me  for  that  too,"  but  he  restrained 
himself ;  he  had  learnt  at  last  to  keep  himself 
out  of  sight,  even  in  the  form  of  self-accusation ; 
he  comprehended  that  his  faults  interested 
nobody ;  the  mention  of  them  was  as  im- 
pertinent as  self-praise  could  be.  So  he 
answered  simply,  ^^  It  was  I  who  was  stand- 
ing under  the  piece  of  rock  when  it  loosened 
and  slipped  down ;  Alfred  saw  it  and  sprang 
forward ;  he  pushed  me  away,  but  did  not 
escape  himself" 

Violet  listened,  with  attentive  eyes. 

"  Then  he  was  hurt  in  saving  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  he  ought  to  have  been  safe  ;  it  was 
I  who  should  properly  have  been  killed," 
replied  Hedfern  gravely,  with  a  little  tone  of 
contempt  for  the  destiny  that  was  always 
favouring  him  uselessly. 

"  He  is  not  killed  ?  He  may  get  better  T 
said  Violet  anxiously, 

'*  Yes ;  he  was  not  so  near  as  I  had  been." 
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''Why  did  you  let  him  be  hurt?  Could 
you  not  have  helped  it  V 

"■  I  did  not  see  till  it  was  too  late.  As 
usual,  I  permitted  a  sacrifice  to  be  made  for 
me  where  I  would  rather  have  been  sacrificed 
myself,"  he  said,  the  bitter  consciousness  of 
his  own  short-comings  appearing  once  again. 
"  It  is  my  fate." 

Violet  looked  at  him  with  gentle  kindness. 
*'  It  won't  matter,  if  Alfred  gets  better,"  she 
said  in  a  low  voice ;  "it  would  have  made  us 
both  unhappy  if  you  had  not  been  saved." 

"  Would  you  have  cared  ? "  he  asked 
earnestly. 

"  We  should  both  have  cared  very  much," 
she  answered  gently. 

'^  Thank  you.  Of  course,  yes,  I  ought  to 
have  known,"  and  he  sank  back  into  his 
corner. 

When  she  turned  that  way  again,  he  was 
watching  her  still. 

"  Are  you  not  very  angry  with  me  on 
account  of  this  accident  1"  he  asked  abruptly. 

"  I  don't  think  about  you,"  she  answered, 
with  perfect  calmness,  turning  her  clear  eyes 
upon  him. 
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"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said,  shrinking 
back  at  once,  and  he  did  not  speak  again. 

Violet,  however,  was  unconsciously  in- 
fluenced by  a  new  idea  that  turned  her 
sympathies  more  strongly  towards  Alfred, 
because  she  had  now  to  do  battle  for  him 
against  false  impressions  and  mistaken  opi- 
nions. It  was  possible — indeed,  it  seemed 
to  her  a  fact— that  the  two  men  who  loved 
her  had  thought  that  the  one  who  should  be 
saved  to  make  her  happiness  was  not  the  one 
who  was  her  husband.  All  her  heart  rebelled 
against  the  thought,  and  her  longing  to  reach 
Alfred  and  comfort  him  by  her  tenderness 
increased. 

''  He  does  not  know,  he  does  not  know," 
she  repeated  to  herself,  "but  I  will  make 
him  understand.  He  must  never  think  that 
my  love  could  turn  back  noiv  and  leave  him 
again." 

They  had  travelled  through  the  night,  and 
it  was  not  yet  dawn  when  they  reached  the 
small  station  where  they  were  to  get  out. 
There  was  a  difficulty  about  horses,  and 
Violet  at  once  said  that  rather  than  wait 
there  she  would  walk  the  short  distance  still 
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left  to  oro  :  so  the  luo^o-ao-e  was  left  at  the 
station,  and  in  the  semi-darkness  of  the 
summer  night  she  started  with  E-edfern  and 
her  maid  down  a  steep  winding  lane,  with  a 
mountain  behind  them,  hedges  on  each  side, 
and  the  scent  of  the  sea- air  in  their  faces.  A 
short  distance  brought  them  to  the  inn  where 
the  young  men  were  sta}dng.  Redfern  went 
upstairs  first  to  prepare  Alfred  for  Violet's 
arrival ;  she  would  not  sit  down  in  the  mean- 
time, but  waited  standing,  and  her  face  was 
very  anxious  and  grave.  Redfern  returned 
almost  immediately,  and  she  followed  him 
upstairs.  He  opened  the  door,  and  let  her 
go  in  alone.  A  small  light  was  burning  in 
the  room ;  she  saw  at  a  glance  all  it  con- 
tained, and  her  husband's  face  turned  expect- 
antly towards  her.  He  smiled,  and  put  out 
the  hand  he  could  move  :  she  went  to  him 
and  laid  her  own  on  it  silently,  then  she 
knelt  by  the  bedside,  looking  at  him  earnestly, 
A^'ithout  speaking. 

"  You  have  come  to  me,  Letty,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,  dear  ;  and  I  am  so  glad  to  come," 
she  answered,  putting  her  face  down  on  the 
pillow  beside  him. 
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"  You  will  only  need  to  have  patience  a 
little  longer,  my  dearest/'  he  said  quietly,  but 
with  a  caressing  tone  in  his  voice. 

Violet  kissed  his  hand  with  a  low  sob,  but 
she  could  not  answer  him  a  single  word. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

HUSBAND   AND   LOVER. 

Violet  was  correct  in  her  impression  ;  her 
husband  believed  that  his  death  would  only 
set  her  free  and  open  the  road  for  her  to 
happiness.  It  seemed  to  him  an  easy  solu- 
tion of  the  difficulties  that  shut  them  all  in, 
and,  indeed,  the  only  possible  one.  Life  was 
very  dear  to  him  in  his  youth  and  strength, 
and  Violet  was  dearer  to  him  still,  yet  he 
saw  no  other  way  of  serving  her  than  of 
giving  up  her  and  life  together.  Such  a 
choice  would  never  have  occurred  to  his 
healthy  mind  under  other  circumstances,  but 
it  flashed  upon  him  like  a  revelation  as  he 
saw  Redfern's  sudden  danger  on  the  shore, 
and  the  consciousness  of  all  the  consequences 
of  his  act,  as  he  sprang  forward  to  save  him, 
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changed  a  mere    courageous   effort   into    an 
elected  self-sacrifice. 

As  he  waited  for  her  coming  he   looked 
all  the  future  in  the  face,  and  steadfastly  re- 
fused to  see  the  chance  of  his  recovery ;  no 
regret  entered  his  mind  then,  his  love  had 
demanded  hard  things  from  him,  and  he  had 
done  them  all,  one  by  one,  as  they  came  to 
him ;    for  he   was   not    one   who    desired  or 
calculated  great  efforts,  he  was   not    born  a 
hero   to    create    fine    actions    out   of  simple 
things  ;  when  the  actions  were  demanded  of 
him  he  was  capable  of  doing  them,  without 
thinking  of  them  before  or  after,  that  was  all. 
He  felt  no  rancour  against  Redfern,  who 
was  simply  a  part  of  those  circumstances  to 
which  fate  or  providence  meant  his  life  to 
give  way.     Strong  and  simple  natures  in  all 
ages  have  shown  the  same  calm  submission  to 
the  inevitable,  although  they  have  given  it 
different  names  ;  they  have  had  the  courage 
to  place  themselves  on  the  side  of  the  power 
that  ruled  them,  and  to  decline  to  struggle  or 
be  angry  where  anger  would  avail  nothing, 
and  so  there  has  been  something  grand  even 
in  their  defeat.     Alfred  was  not  destitute  of 
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that  calm  courage  that  belonged  to  the  Hil- 
boroughs  as  a  race,  though  his  life  and 
thoughts  were  commonplace  enough. 

He  was  therefore  not  inclined  to  protest 
against  his  lot ;  he  only  desired  to  have 
Violet  with  him,  to  let  her  kindness  comfort 
him  for  a  little,  and  after  that  he  was  content 
to  let  her  go  for  ever ;  she  had  always 
belonged  to  Redfern,  never  really  to  him. 

Violet  knew  by  the  complete  tenderness 
of  his  voice  and  look  that  he  only  believed 
she  had  come  to  him  for  a  farewell ;  he 
thought  there  was  no  need  to  consider  her 
doubtful  feehngs  any  more  ;  he  could  ask  so 
little  that  he  asked  it  unhesitatingly. 

Her  heart  rebelled  against  such  an  idea, 
but  she  did  not  know  how  to  speak  her 
thoughts,  or  to  answer  an  unspoken  idea: 
She  could  not  begin  the  subject  and  say  :  *'  I 
do  not  want  you  to  die."  She  could  only 
look  at  him  with  such  unuttered  feelinof  that 
her  eyes  were  mysteries  to  him  ;  he  could 
not  tell  if  they  expressed  merely  pity  and 
affection,  or  complete  sympathy  and  love. 

She  knew  he  did  not  comprehend  what 
she  felt  at  that  time,  how  she  would  have 
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given  her  life  to  save  his,  but  she  could  not 
tell  it ;  words  seemed  useless  then ;  she 
waited  that  her  tenderness  might  speak  for 
itself 

Although  Alfred  had  believed  that  he 
would  die,  and  had,  on  the  whole,  meant  to 
die,  insomuch  as  he  ignored  the  chance  of  his 
recovery,  Violet  never  for  one  moment 
doubted  that  he  would  get  better.  No  great 
terror  oppressed  her,  as  it  had  done  when 
Redfern  was  ill ;  she  had  never  taken  the 
view  of  the  matter  which  included  her  hus- 
band's possible  death  :  she  understood  that 
he  was  in  danger,  and  that  he  fancied  she  did 
not  care  for  him  to  live  ;  she  went  to  give 
him  the  assurance  that  she  cared  very  much 
indeed  ;  all  her  anxiety  was  to  make  him 
comprehend  that ;  and  then,  she  thought — 
somehow — he  would  certainly  be  restored  to 
her. 

Alfred  gave  himself  up  to  her  care  com- 
pletely ;  there  was  no  immediate  danger,  and 
lie  did  not  trouble  her  or  himself  by  dis- 
cussions of  any  subject.  He  watched  her 
earnestly,  however,  and  was  perplexed  by 
her  manner  to  him,  and  roused  to  an  interest 
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more  passionate  than  he  had  intended  to  give 
to  anything  again.  She  seemed  wholly  ab- 
sorbed in  him,  as  if  she  had  no  interests  that 
reached  past  his  own ;  there  was  courage  and 
quietness  too  in  her  kindness^  as  if  she  took  it 
as  a  part  of  her  life ;  it  had  no  regretfulness 
in  it,  as  in  the  kindness  of  a  parting. 

He  watched  her  and  wondered  often,  and 
when  she  caught  the  look  of  inquiry  in  his 
eyes,  her  own  grew  earnest  and  longing,  as  if 
they  tried  to  answer  him,  though  she  could 
not  bear  to  recognize  his  doubts  by  speaking 
of  them.  She  saw  very  little  of  Redfern, 
though  he  was  in  the  same  house,  and  took 
all  outside  business  off  her  hands  ;  she  was 
always  absorbed  in  Alfred — till  he  returned  to 
perfect  safety  and  a  full  belief  in  her,  she 
could  think  of  nothing  else. 

At  first  her  manner  to  her  husband  was 
only  tender  and  attentive,  but  as  she  grew 
more  accustomed  to  her  new  position,  and  as 
the  impression  of  solemnity  and  almost  tragic 
misunderstanding  wore  away,  she  became 
more  cheerful,  and  tyrannized  over  her 
patient,  teasing  him  and  laughing  at  his 
ideas,  instead  of  allowing  them  to  make  her 
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unhappy.  She  began  to  talk  about  the 
future,  too,  in  a  confident  manner,  and  Alfred 
listened  wonderingly. 

Several  days  had  passed  since  she  had 
arrived ;  there  was  no  doubt  that  Alfred  was 
better,  and  he  had  also  given  up  the  first 
extreme  tenderness  which  had  implied  re- 
nunciation ;  he  had  even  allowed  himself  to 
be  a  little  cross  to  her,  and  that  would  never 
have  suited  his  previous  solemn  ideas  of 
approaching  separation. 

Violet  felt  very  happy ;  the  day  was  bright 
and  the  air  sweet ;  she  had  been  out  for  a 
short  time  on  the  shore,  where  the  wild 
sea  beating  on  the  stones  had  seemed  to  sing 
a  beautiful  and  solemn  chant.  Alfred  had 
heard  her  laugh  as  she  paused  outside  his 
door  to  speak  to  Redfern  ;  she  canie  in  with 
rosy  cheeks  and  sat  down  by  the  window, 
taking  some  work  in  her  hand,  and  singing 
a  low  song,  in  a  voice  full  of  content- 
ment. 

He  lay  still  and  watched  her  ;  she  knew 
that  he  did  so,  but  thought  the  occupation 
was  in  no  way  harmful ;  on  the  contrary,  a 
smile  came  into  her  eyes  and  her  face  flushed 
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a  little,  but  she  paid  no  apparent  attention 
to  him,  and  went  on  with  her  song  and  her 
work. 

*'  Letty,"  he  said  at  length,  in  a  low,  serious 
voice,  "  if  you  don't  want  me  to  get  better 
you  should  not  make  life  so  pleasant." 

She  put  down  her  work  and  turned  to 
him;  her  face,  which  had  seemed  all  cheerful- 
ness in  the  sunhght,  was  all  tenderness  in  the 
shadow. 

"  I  do  want  you  very  much  to  get  better," 
she  said. 

"  Dear,"  he  answered,  *'  you  should  not  say 
so  if  it  is  not  true,  because  I  should  like  so 
much  to  believe  it." 

She  went  and  knelt  down  beside  him,  look- 
ing wdth  earnest  eyes  into  his. 

"  It  is  quite  true,"  she  said  ;  ''  I  wish  you 
to  beheve  it." 

''  How  can  it  be  true  ?"  he  asked  im- 
patiently, "  you  never  loved  me." 

*'  For  all  that,"  she  said,  "'  I  love  you 
now." 

He  looked  back  at  her  earnestly. 

"  I  believe  you  are  wicked,  and  would  tell 
stories  to  satisf}^  me." 
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"Do  I  look  as  if  I  told  you  stories  at  this 
minute  ?"  she  asked  him. 

"  No,"  he  answered ;  '^  your  eyes  are  true  ; 
it  is  hard  not  to  believe  them." 

"  Suppose  then,"  she  said,  "  you  give  up 
doing  hard  things." 

"  But  then  you  are  always  kind  to  peopje 
who  are  unhappy." 

"  I  don't  know  why  you  should  be  un- 
happy," she  answered. 

She  put  her  hand  on  his  and  bent  her 
head  lower,  asking  softly,  "  Won't  you  be- 
lieve me  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  answered  slowly. 

After  that  they  were  both  silent  for  a  little; 
then  Alfred  spoke  with  an  effort : 

"  Of  course  I  know  you  are  willing  to  make 
a  sacrifice  for  my  sake." 

"  Very  well.  If  you  like  to  think  so,"  she 
answered  in  a  whisper,  "  I  shall  not  persuade 
you  any  more.  You  must  find  out  for  your- 
self I  knew  before  that  you  thought  this ; 
but  I  fancied  speaking  was  no  use  ;  it  was 
better  that  you  should  see  for  yourself" 
'  He  was  silent ;  he  longed  so  much  to  be- 
lieve her  that  he  dared  not  do  it  yet. 
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*'  You  should  have  let  me  die  before  saying 
this,"  he  said,  rather  abruptly  ;  "  I  was  very 
willing  to  do  it  for  you." 

"  I  knew  that,"  she  said,  ^'  and  it  made  me 
very  miserable  to  think  so." 

"It  is  different  now,"  he  went  on. 

"  Very  different,"  she  acquiesced;  "at  least, 
I  hope  it  is." 

He  was  silent  again  ;  he  thought  for  some 
minutes  before  he  answered,  "  I  know  you 
are  capable  of  persuading  yourself  anything 
at  a  time  like  this,  but  don't  you  think  you 
will  sometime  be  sorry  that  I  have  believed 
your 

"  How  can  I  speak  for  the  future  ?"  she 
answered  earnestly  ;  "  only  I  am  never  afraid 
of  it  when  1  am  being  true  to  the  things  that 
are  noio ;  ask  me  in  a  year  if  I  am  sorry,  and 
I  will  tell  you." 

"  In  a  year  1"  he  repeated,  "  that  is  a  long 
time ;"  and  then  the  thoughts  of  both  went 
back  to  the  past  twelve  months  with  all  its 
changes. 

"  You  have  meant  to  behave  badly,  and 
like  a  coward,"  Violet  said  after  a  pause,  and 
she  took  his  hand  between  her  two  hands  and 


216  THE  GARDEN  AT  MONKHOLME. 

looked  at  him  ;  "  you  made  up  your  mind  to 
go  away  and  leave  me  quite  alone,  when  you 
knew  I  had  nobody  else." 

"  I  did  not  know  you  wanted  me,  dear," 
he  answered. 

"  I  wanted  you  very  much.  Think  how 
lonely  I  should  have  been.  You  know  I 
have  no  one  now  to  take   care  of  me  but 

you." 

''  I  will  do  it  then,"  he  said. 

After  that  conversation  Alfred  ceased  to  be 
doubtful  and  perplexed ;  he  gave  himself  up 
completely  to  the  cheerful  influences  of 
Violet's  presence  ;  he  did  not  believe  that  she 
loved  him  so  entirely  as  she  persuaded  her- 
self, but  he  knew  that  he  could  wholly  trust 
to  her  faithful  afiection  not  to  fall  back  into 
regrets  or  reproaches. 

Violet  was  relieved,  too,  that  she  had  ex- 
pressed a  little  of  all  that  had  been  in  her 
thoughts  ;  her  mind  was  more  at  ease,  and 
she  paid  more  attention  to  outside  things, 
spoke  more  to  Kedfern,  and  began  to  feel 
grateful  to  him.  He  perceived  the  change, 
and  guessed  that  it  proceeded  from  a  happier 
understanding  with  Alfred,  but   he    shrank 
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from  her  kindness,  and  was  more  anxious  to 
escape  as  she  seemed  to  require  him  less  and 
to  notice  him  more.  He  had  not  to  endure 
his  position  long. 

Alfred  progressed  daily  towards  complete 
recovery,  and  letters  began  to  arrive  from 
Violet's  own  home  begging  her  to  go  there 
as  soon  as  she  could  leave  him.  Her  eldest 
sister  was  already  married ;  Violet  had  de- 
clined going  to  the  wedding,  but  it  had  taken 
place  some  weeks  before.  Her  brother  was 
also  settled  in  life ;  he  had  married  very 
suddenly  a  wealthy  lady  who  was  much 
older  than  himself.  His  pecuniary  difficulties 
were  therefore  over,  and  he  was  no  longer  in 
his  mother's  house ;  but  he  had  not  made  life 
an  easier  thing  for  himself,  because  his  elderly 
heiress  had  a  very  strong  will  and  very  secure 
settlements,  so  that  he  was  under  a  firmer 
rule  than  he  had  ever  submitted  to  in  his  life 
before. 

Mrs.  Hilborough  was  intending  to  give  up 
her  house  and  go  to  Italy  with  her  second 
daughter.  Her  doctor  said  that  the  change 
ought  to  be  taken  at  once,  on  account  of  the 
state  of  Sarah's  health.     They  therefore  ex- 
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pected  to  start  for  the  south  in  little  more 
than  a  week. 

Mrs.  Hilborough  was  naturally  very 
anxious  to  see  Violet  before  leaving  Eng- 
land for  an  indefinite  period,  and  was  dis- 
turbed that  she  should  have  refused  to  come 
for  so  lonof ;  but  Sarah  was  still  more  earnest 
about  it  than  she  was  ;  she  knew  very  well 
that  the  change  of  climate  from  which  she 
hoped  to  benefit  had  been  secured  at  the  cost 
of  her  sister's  happiness  ;  she  felt  that  her 
own  return  to  England  was  uncertain,  and 
so  she  began  to  wish  very  much  to  see  Violet 
before  she  went,  and  to  be  assured  in  some 
measure  of  her  welfare  and  her  forgiveness. 
Her  mind  and  conscience  had  been  at  last 
roused  to  a  keen  interest  in  the  younger 
sister  whom  they  had  all  noticed  so  little, 
and  she  could  not  go  away  at  rest  without 
having  spoken  to  her. 

"  We  have  no  right  to  ask  you  to  leave 
your  husband  on  our  account,"  she  wrote  to 
Violet,  "  but  now  that  he  is  better  it  would 
be  a  great  comfort  if  you  could  come  for  only 
one  day." 

Mrs.    Hilborough  wrote  that  she  herself 
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would  go  to  Wales  to  see  Violet  if  nothing 
else  could  be  arranged. 

''  I  cannot  leave  England  without  seeing 
you,"  she  wrote,  "  especially  as  such  changes 
have  happened  since  I  saw  you  last." 

'^  I  have  been  very  selfish  not  to  let  you 
go  before,"  Alfred  said,  when  he  read  those 
letters. 

*'  I  am  afraid  I  don't  want  to  go,"  said 
Violet  gravely. 

"  But  you  ought  to  do ;  they  are  going 
away,  you  see." 

'^  I  know  I  ought ;  but  I  don  t  like  to  leave 
you,"  she  said. 

"  I  shall  be  well  enough  to  come  to  you 
directly — in  a  week  ;  I  am  well  enough  to  do 
without  you  now,  though  it  won't  be  an 
aofreeable  chano^e." 

'*  You  would  be  sure  to  come  1"  said 
Violet. 

'^  Of  course,  if  you  want  me.  You  know 
that  very  well." 

"  You  are  really  better.  I  don't  think  you 
can  possibly  die  now,  even  if  you  try,"  she 
said,  smiling. 

"  I  will  promise  you  not  to  try." 
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"  I  should  not  so  much  mind  leaving  you 
if  Kedfern  would  stay  with  you." 

''Ask  him  then." 

So  she  sent  to  ask  Hedfern  to  come  and 
speak  to  them. 

When  he  came  in,  Alfred  was  sitting  by 
the  window  in  an  easy  chair ;  Violet  was 
close  beside  him,  with  her  work  on  her  knee, 
but  her  hands  were  idle.  They  both  looked 
very  well  satisfied  and  very  much  at  ease. 
Redfern  gave  a  cursory  glance  at  them  as  he 
entered,  and  then  took  his  stand  by  the 
mantelpiece,  with  his  elbow  upon  it,  and 
gazed  into  the  empty  grate. 

"  Won't  you  sit  down  T  said  Alfred,  with 
cheerful  hospitality. 

''  No,  thank  you,"  Kedfern  answered,  for 
he  could  not  bear  to  make  one  in  the  con- 
tented society  there. 

"  Letty  has  a  favour  to  ask  you,"  said 
Alfred,  glancing  at  his  wife  with  a  look  that 
Redfern  guessed,  though  he  could  not  see  it ; 
he  seemed  to  hear  it  in  the  tone  of  Alfred's 
voice. 

''  She  has  only  to  ask  then,"  Eedfern 
answered. 
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"  Mamma  wants  me  to  go  home,"  said 
Violet ;  "  she  is  leaving  England  in  a  week, 
and  she  very  much  wants  to  see  me  before 
she  goes,  so  does  my  sister." 

*'  Of  course,"  Redfern  assented. 

'^  I  should  go  without  hesitation  noiv^''  she 
went  on,  with  an  accent  on  the  now,  that 
showed  that  her  feeling  of  reluctance  to  see 
her  own  friends  had  passed  away,  *^  if  it  were 
not  for  Alfred." 

''  She  has  an  absurd  idea  that  I  am  not  fit 
to  take  care  of  myself,"  said  Alfred;  '^  I  think 
she  wants  you  to  do  it  for  her." 

''  Does  she  think  that  I  managed  it  so  well 
before  1"  Redfern  asked. 

Violet  glanced  at  him,  and  then  at  her 
husband,  who  answered  her  look  by  a  smile. 

^^  It  is  absurd,  Ref,  to  take  airs  of  self- 
abuse,"  he  rephed,  "  when  you  know  you  are 
with  friends  who  think  well  of  you." 

*'  Very  well.  Think  as  you  like,  it  makes 
no  difference,"  he  answered. 

''  Letty  wants  to  ask  you  to  stay  with  me 
while  she  goes  away,"  Alfred  went  on,  "  only 
you  are  so  savage  that  she  has  not  the  courage 
to  speak." 
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"  She  knows  perfectly  well,"  answered 
Eedfern,  ^'  that  I  am  at  her  service  and 
yours  now  and  always." 

"There,  Letty,"  said  Alfred,  "there  is  a 
fine  sentiment  for  you — now  you  may  go  on." 

"  I  think  I  ought  to  go  to  mamma,"  said 
Violet,  "  I  ought  to  have  gone  before." 

"  I  understand,"  said  Redfern. 

"  Only  I  should  not  like  Alfred  to  be 
alone ;  he  is  better  of  course ;  but  he  might 
not  be  looked  after  when  I  am  away.  I 
thought,  perhaps,  you  would  be  kind  enough 
to  promise  to  stay  with  him." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Redfern  briefly. 

"  I  hope  you  don't  mind,"  said  Violet,  not 
satisfied  by  his  tone ;  "  perhaps  he  really 
needs  no  one,  but  I  don't  like  to  leave  him 

yet." 

Alfred's  arm  was  on  the  back  of  her  chair, 
she  leaned  against  it  caressingly,  and  turned 
towards  him  as  she  spoke.  Kedfern  saw  that 
movement  too,  though  he  did  not  look  at  her. 

"  I  will  do  whatever  you  Hke,"  he  said  in 
a  low  voice. 

"  Thank  you.  I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will 
stay  till  he  is  able  to  come  to  me ;  that  will 
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be  very  soon ;  then  I  can  go  to-morrow.  I 
hope  it  is  not  inconvenient." 

^^  The  inconvenience  would  not  matter^  if 
there  were  any,"  said  Redfern,  ''  but  there  is 
none."  He  stood  erect  then,  and  turned  to- 
wards them,  but  his  eyes  had  a  distant,  un- 
satisfied look.  ^'  Can  I  do  any  business 
for  you  to-night  ?"  he  asked. 

"  No,  thank  you,"  Violet  answered. 

He  took  that  for  his  dismissal,  and  was 
glad  to  go. 

Violet  went  away  the  next  day  with  her 
maid,  and  Redfern  took  her  to  the  station, 
saw  her  luggage  into  the  van,  and  stood  at 
the  carriage  door  till  the  train  started.  There 
was  no  feeling  of  companionship  between 
them,  for  all  that ;  Redfern  knew  that  he  no 
more  belonged  to  her  life  now  than  did  the 
porters  who  were  lounging  about. 

"  I  hope  he  will  manage  without  me,"  said 
Violet  wistfully,  thinking  of  her  husband. 

''  He  is  sure  to  get  well  now,"  said  Redfern 
briefly. 

*'  I  ought  to  thank  you,"  said  Violet,  \\dth 
a  sudden  awakening  ;  ^'  you  have  been  very 
kind;  I  am  afraid  I  have  not  seemed  grateful 
enough." 
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'^That  is  nothing,"  he  said  quickly;/'! 
don't  want  gratitude." 

The  porter  closed  the  door,  and  Redfern 
stepped  back  on  to  the  platform. 

"  You  change  at  Chester,"  he  said,  and 
that  was  all  his  farewell. 

The  train  began  to  move ;  he  heard  her 
say  good-bye,  but  he  could  answer  nothing 
himself;  he  lifted  his  hat  gravely,  and  turned 
away  without  speaking  ;  she  could  see  him 
walking  down  the  platform,  and  he  did  not 
look  round  once. 

She  leaned  back  in  the  carriage  and  thought 
of  other  things,  of  her  home,  and  of  her  hus- 
band, but  Redfern  had  left  his  life  behind 
him  as  he  went  from  her,  and  he  knew  it 
very  well,  and  knew  also  that  no  one  in  the 
world  cared  to  think  of  it.  There  was  nothing 
henceforth  left  for  him  but  silence  ;  his  sad- 
ness had  no  more  place  than  his  love  in  any 
life  but  his  own. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

MOTHER    AND    SISTER. 

Violet's  own  home  was  much  changed  since 
she  had  left  it  ;  her  eldest  sister  had  gone 
elsewhere  to  take  charge  of  the  weak-voiced 
curate,  and  her  brother  did  not  haunt  it  so 
much  as  before.  There  was  no  one  left  but 
her  mother  and  Sarah. 

In  the  house,  too,  there  were  signs  of  an 
approaching  removal ;  boxes  were  already 
packed,  and  furniture  was  deposited  in  un- 
usual places. 

Both  her  mother  and  sister  were  very- 
glad  to  see  her.  They  met  her  again  with 
feelings  of  curiosity  as  well  as  of  affection. 
They  had  understood  so  little  of  all  that  had 
happened    to   her,    that    they    looked    with 

VOL.  in.  51 
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anxiety  for  any  change  or  any  explanation 
that  could  be  found  in  her  manner.  They 
discovered  no  discontent  or  agitation ;  her 
face  had  a  quieter  expression,  and  her  eyes 
were  graver.  There  was  also  a  little  more 
reserve,  and,  therefore,  perhaps  a  little  more 
graciousness  in  her  manner ;  a  sense  of  self- 
protection  about  her,  as  if  she  declined  to 
have  her  secret  life  entered  into,  and  was  all 
the  more  courteous  on  that  account. 

Mrs.  Hilborough  was  soon  satisfied ;  she 
perceived  that  Violet  had  gone  through  some 
great  trials,  and  had  come  out  safely,  so  she 
thought  there  was  no  cause  for  regret :  in 
her  somewhat  hard  philosophy  she  believed 
that  disenchantment  and  disappointment 
must  come  to  every  one  ;  she  looked  upon 
them  therefore  as  things  of  course,  and  had 
little  sympathy  to  give  where  no  practical 
help  was  wanted. 

Her  daughter  Sarah  felt  differently.  She 
had  been  more  alone  since  her  sister  married, 
and  her  failing  health  had  given  her  a  con- 
sciousness of  weakness  and  need.  She  felt  a 
strong  interest  in  the  younger  sister  who  had 
been   sacrificed   for   them ;  who   must   have 
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gone  through  sudden  sorrows,  and  who  told 
them  nothing  of  it  all.  She  watched  Violet 
anxiously,  and  longed  to  speak  to  her,  but 
she  dared  not  do  it  at  first.  Sohtude  and  ill- 
ness had  made  her  reflect  on  much  that  she 
had  never  thouoiit  of  before  :  she  beo^an  to 
understand  how  coldly  they  had  treated 
Violet,  making  use  of  her  merely,  and  not 
caring  to  enter  into  her  life.  With  this  new 
light  thrown  back  on  other  days,  she  remem- 
bered that  it  had  always  been  so,  and  that  in 
her  childhood  she  had  seen  the  same  ignoring 
of  feelings  that  must  have  existed  in  another 
mind.  She  recollected  the  life  that  Violet's 
father  had  lead  amongst  them,  and  knew 
that  he  had  never  been  really  one  of  the 
household  which  he  supported.  They  had 
used  him,  and  nothing  more  ;  except  for  his 
little  daughter,  he  had  been  quite  alone 
amongst  them  all.  He  had  never  spoken 
of  himself  any  more  than  Violet  did. 

Violet  saw  at  once  that  Sarah  actually 
wanted  her  afiection  and  sympathy,  and  she 
was  not  slow  to  give  all  the  kind  attentiou^ 
that  are  very  comforting  to  an  invalid,  but  she 
did  not  encourage  conversation  about  herself. 

51—2 
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It  was  several  days  before  Sarah  ventured 

to  say  to  her  : 

"  You  don't  seem  to  be  unhappy,  Yiolet." 
*'  I  am  not  unhappy,"  Violet  answered. 
"  Yet  you  have  had  a  great  deal  to  suffer," 

she  went  on,   and  to  that  Violet  answered 

nothing. 

"  You  must  feel  angry  with  us  all." 

"It  was  not  your  fault,"  said  Violet,  rather 

coldly. 

"  But  it  was  on  our  account,  I  suppose," 

Sarah  observed. 

"  I  thought  of  you,  certainly." 

"  And  we  are  not  very  grateful." 

"  I  never  expected  you  to  be,"  said  Violet, 

with  a  slight  tone  of  displeasure. 

"  It  must  have  been  very  dreadful  to  you 

at  the  time,"  Sarah  ventured  to  suggest. 
"  It  is  ended  now,  at  any  rate." 
''  You  say  so,  but  I  am  afraid  it  can't  be. 

I  remember  now,  though  I  did  not  notice  it 

at  the  time,  how  much  you  seemed  to  care 

for    him,    and    I     don't    think   you    change 

easily." 

Violet  turned  and  looked  at  her  steadily. 
"  I  cared  for  him  very  much  indeed,  and 
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now  I  love  my  husband,  and  I  don't  change 
easily.     Will  you  never  talk  about  it  again  ?" 

Sarah  never  ventured  to  do  so,  but  she 
spoke  on  the  subject  to  her  mother. 

"  I  don't  understand  it  at  all,"  she  said, 
"  Violet  seems  quite  contented." 

"  I  don't  think  she  is  quite  contented," 
replied  Mrs.  Hilborough,  "  but  she  is  too 
wise  to  complain  now.  If  the  Hilbo roughs 
make  a  mistake,  or  meet  with  a  loss,  you 
don't  generally  hear  them  talk  about  it  much 
afterwards.  They  don't  announce  it  to  their 
acquaintances." 

"  You  think  she  is  unhappy  then  ?"  said 
Sarah,  rather  dismayed. 

'^  Not  exactly.  She  cannot  be  perfectly 
satisfied  yet ;  but  it  will  be  very  much  better 
for  her  in  the  end  to  have  married  Alfred, 
She  will  find  it  out  in  time." 

Mrs,  Hilborough  also  attempted  to  speak 
to  Violet  about  her  sudden  marriage. 

"■  I  never  understood  properly  how  it  hap- 
pened," she  remarked,  "  I  should  like  you  to 
tell  me,  if  you  have  no  objection." 

"  It  would  be  quite  impossible  for  me  to 
tell  you/'  said    Violet  with    slow  calmness. 
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*^  Alfred  knows  how  it  all  happened,  and  it 
does  not  matter  to  any  one  else  in  the 
world." 

"  Very  well,  if  you  won  Id  rather  not  talk 
about  it.  I  should  like  to  tell  you,  however, 
that  I  am  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  change 
that  occurred." 

*'  Are  you  ?"  said  Violet,  feeling  suddenly 
hurt  and  wounded. 

"  Alfred  is  a  very  suitable  husband  for  you 
indeed.  Your  marriage  is  a  most  sensible 
one." 

"  I  know  that,"  said  Violet,  in  a  tone  of 
careful  calmness. 

*'  It  was  a  pity  you  ever  were  allowed  to 
engage  yourself  to  any  one  else." 

Violet  rose  at  once.  Hardly  any  one  else 
said  things  that  made  her  feel  so  hot  and 
angry  as  her  mother's  speeches  did ;  they 
ignored  or  slighted  all  those  fine  influences  of 
life  which  seemed  to  Violet  to  make  its 
highest  part.  She  did  not  know  what  to 
nswer  her,  and  it  was  difficult  to  be  patient. 

''  I  don  t  think  so,"  she  said  :  "  I  am  not 
sorry.     I  would  never  choose  to  undo  it." 

Her  mother  looked  at  her  curiously ;  she 
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understood  much  that  Violet  felt  without 
sympathising  with  it ;  she  merely  observed 
her,  as  she  had  learnt  to  observe  her  husband 
years  before. 

i(  Very  well,  my  dear ;  that  is  all  the 
better,"  she  said  quietly ;  "  you  have  nothing 
then  to  reo^ret." 

Violet  had  one  more  conversational  ordeal 
to  go  through,  and  that  was  when  she  saw 
her  brother.  He  came  on  a  short  visit  while 
she  was  at  home.  He  also  had  his  decided 
opinions  on  the  subject  of  her  marriage,  and 
he  confided  them  to  his  wife. 

"  I  only  wonder,"  he  observed,  ''  that  she 
did  not  throw  him  over  before,  as  soon  as  the 
old  man  died  in  fact,  for  he  was  nothing  to 
look  at ;  she  must  have  preferred  the  other 
one  all  the  time,  but  then  she  had  to  satisfy 
the  old  gentleman.  However,  I  suppose  she 
waited  to  do  the  thing  neatly." 

He  expressed  some  of  his  ideas  also  to 
Violet. 

"  So  you  did  not  have  him  after  all  ?"  he 
remarked.  "  I  always  knew  you  would  not. 
This  one  is  somethinof  Hke  a  fine  fellow,  but 
I  suppose  he  is  not  particularly  clever.     It 
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was  the  other  one  who  had  the  brains.  How- 
ever, you  have  sense  enough  for  two." 

Violet  learnt  more  thoroughly  in  the  un- 
congenial atmosphere  of  her  mother's  house 
to  appreciate  her  husband's  tender  and  com- 
prehending sympathy.  She  heard  from  him 
daily ;  his  letters  were  not  written  by  his  own 
hand,  he  dictated  them  to  Redfern.  They 
were  therefore  written  in  some  restraint,  but 
she  knew  well  how  to  interpret  them  ;  and  it 
'happened  in  this  way  that  even  Redfern's 
handwriting — the  sight  of  which  had  once 
made  her  heart  throb  and  her  eyes  brighten 
— became  familiarised  to  her  again,  and  in- 
dissolubly  connected  with  the  idea  of  her 
husband  rather  than  of  himself 

Mrs.  Hilborough  also  knew  the  hand- 
writing very  well,  because  of  the  letters 
that  had  come  to  Violet  when  she  was  last 
at  home.  She  disapproved  very  strongly  of 
the  fact  that  Redfern  had  been  in  Wales 
when  her  daughter  was  there,  and  when  the 
first  letter  arrived  directed  by  him,  she  took 
it  to  Violet  herself,  looking  at  her  keenly  as 
she  gave  it. 

Violet  smiled  a  little  as  she  tore  it  open. 
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''It  is  from  my  husband/'  she  said,  "  he 
cannot  write  himself,  and  E-edfern  writes  for 
him." 

''  Oh,  indeed,"  replied  Mrs.  Hilborough 
stiffly,  and  she  made  no  further  remark. 

She  had  before  noticed  with  wonder  a 
tendency  in  certain  characters  to  rush  bhndly 
into  dangers,  and  to  escape  strangely.  They 
acted  from  a  world  of  thought  outside  her 
own ;  she  never  approved  of  that  world,  but 
she  did  not  interfere  with  it.  She  saw  dis- 
tinctly the  fine  working  of  certain  instru- 
ments, but  perceived  no  advantage  in  the 
fineness  ;  she  did  her  own  work  with  a  tacit 
observation  and  condemnation  of  theirs. 

If  Violet  learnt  to  receive  Hedfern's  hand- 
writing indifferently,  he  did  not  learn  to  send 
it  so.  He  had  found  no  new  outlet  for  his 
life,  as  she  had  done  ;  he  had  been  forced  into 
no  new  relations.  He  wrote  the  letters  as 
he  was  asked  to  do,  and  said  no  single  word 
about  them.  Alfred  was  very  considerate, 
and  made  them  as  matter  of  fact  as  possible, 
but  there  was  always  the  tone  of  interest  and 
of  possession  running  through  them,  and 
Kedfem  felt  keenly  that  he  himself  had  no 
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interest  or  possession  in  Violet's  life.  He 
wrote  the  letters  and  gave  them  to  Alfred 
to  read  over,  and  he  knew  perfectly  well  that 
a  line  was  scribbled  in  pencil  at  the  end ; 
afterwards  he  addressed  the  envelope,  and 
went  out  to  post  it  without  making  a  single 
remark.  Yet  he  felt  every  time  that  in  doing 
so  he  put  another  seal  on  his  own  strangeness 
and  isolation.  He  was  not  allowed  to  bury 
his  lost  love  out  of  sight  and  to  forget  it ;  he 
was  perpetually  required  to  dig  it  up  again 
and  make  use  of  it  for  others,  and  he  was  not 
suspected  of  any  wish  to  protest.  Silence  is 
a  great  virtue,  but  it  is  a  virtue  to  which  the 
world  is  little  grateful,  for  much  consideration 
is  rarely  shown  to  those  who  with  difficulty 
speak  to  ask  it. 

Before  the  week  was  over,  Violet  was  very- 
weary  of  her  loneliness  at  home.  It  seemed 
impossible  there  to  be  true  to  herself  without 
being  unjust  to  others;  she  must  either  tamely 
acquiesce  in  a  tone  of  thought  that  seemed 
to  her  wrong  and  false,  or  she  must  do  battle 
continually  to  maintain  ideas  that  she  would 
rather  have  held  silently.  She  longed  ear- 
nestly to  be  again  with  Alfred,  to  have  no 
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need  to  explain  herself,  or  to  struggle  to  up- 
hold the  views  that  made  her  life;  she  wanted 
again  the  peace  and  comfort  of  his  kindly 
presence,  and  she  wanted  quietness  and  a 
sense  of  rest. 

She  thought  continually  of  Monkholme, 
and  yearned  to  be  there  once  more  ;  she  was 
not  at  home  ;  she  wanted  a  home  again  where 
she  might  feel  satisfied  and  at  peace.  Every 
day  the  longing  grew  stronger.  She  seemed 
no  more  to  be  needed  in  her  mother  s  house — 
even  Sarah  was  entirely  occupied  in  packing 
and  planning;  she  was  quite  out  of  place 
there,  unattached  to  anything.  Alfred  was 
to  come  to  her  in  a  few  days  ;  she  decided  to 
wait  for  him  no  longer;  she  would  go  to 
Monkholme  at  once,  and  he  should  join  her 
there.  It  was  nearer  to  Wales  than  her 
mother's  house,  and  that  arrangement  would 
save  him  the  fatigue  of  a  second  journey  ; 
besides,  it  would  be  pleasanter  to  receive  him 
alone  than  in  the  midst  of  bustle  and  excite- 
ment. Above  all,  she  wanted  to  be  at  home, 
at  her  own  home  that  she  loved.  She  longed 
to  go  there  alone,  and  to  enter  it  again  with 
no  one  present.     It  seemed  years  since  she 
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had  left  it ;  she  desired  unutterably  to  find 
herself  once  more  in  its  familiar  places,  with 
no  need  to  leave  them  again. 

So  she  went  quite  suddenly,  her  mother 
making  no  objection.  She  wrote  to  Alfred 
to  tell  him  her  change  of  plans  one  day,  and 
to  ask  him  to  go  to  Monkholme  instead  of  to 
her  mother's,  and  she  went  herself  the  day 
afterwards. 


ONCE  MORE  IN  THE  GARDEN.  237 


CHAPTER  VII, 

ONCE    MORE    IN    THE    GARDEN. 

It  was  a  summer  afternoon  when  Violet  re- 
turned to  Monkholme.  Her  going  away  had 
been  very  sad,  and  her  coming  back  was  very 
lonely.  She  got  out  at  the  well-known 
station,  and  the  porter  she  had  been  used  to 
see  there  came  and  took  her  boxes;  it  seemed 
all  at  once,  as  she  stepped  on  to  the  platform, 
that  she  had  never  been  away,  and  the  old 
time  had  come  back  as  it  used  to  be. 

But  a  sense  of  change  came  over  her  as 
she  drove  up  the  lanes  homewards  ;  all  out- 
ward things  were  the  same  ;  every  tree  had 
its  familiar  place,  and  the  children  who 
stepped  aside  out  of  the  dust  into  the  tall 
grass  by  the  wayside  were  the  same  children 
who  had  courtsied  to  her  some  months  before. 
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Only  in  her  mind  there  was  the  knowledge  of 
hei"  own  altered  life,  and  of  the  great  blanks 
left  where  love  had  been  before. 

Monkholme  itself  looked  luxuriously  beauti- 
ful' when  she  reached  it ;  all  its  creepers  were 
green  and  thick  with  leaves,  the  starry 
clematis  was  in  flower  on  its  sunny  wall,  and 
the  scent  of  its  roses  made  the  air  sweet 
around  it.  Its  gray  gables  rising  from  their 
green  covering  against  the  hill  behind  it,  its 
rich  fantastical  garden  spreading  in  front, 
made  a  picture  so  well  known,  so  long  loved, 
so  much  desired,  that  Violet  hardly  knew 
how  to  bear  the  sweet  sadness  of  seeing  it 
again. 

Violet  did  not  linger  in  the  garden,  she 
went  at  once  into  the  house.  She  had 
written  to  announce  her  coming,  and  was 
therefore  expected.  All  the  rooms  were 
bright  and  sunny  as  usual,  but  there  was 
a  terrible  silence  and  emptiness  everywhere. 

She  could  not  rest  till  she  had  wandered 
into  all  the  rooms ;  the  place  was  her  own 
now,  everything  belonged  to  her,  and  there 
was  a  desolate  feeling  in  knowing  it.  The 
house  seemed  too  large  and  too  full  of  light. 
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and  the  sweet  garden  outside  was  a  mere 
beautiful  wilderness,  uninhabited  by  human 
hopes.  She  went  and  tried  the  tones  of  her 
old  piano,  and  broke  down  in  attempting  to 
play  it ;  she  shut  it  up  again,  because  she 
could  not  bear  the  full  clear  sounds  in  the 
silent  place. 

She  went  to  sit  in  the  Hbrary  with  her 
grandfather's  grim  old  books  about  her;  the 
window  was  open,  the  white  curtains  stirred 
in  the  breeze  that  came  in,  bringing  the 
breath  of  flowers  and  the  twitter  of  birds. 
The  laro^e  red  roses  fell  over  the  window, 
heavy  with  their  own  bloom,  the  pigeons 
fluttered  outside,  and  Violet  felt  strange  to 
them  ;  she  hardly  knew  them  any  more,  and 
they  had  done  very  well  without  her. 

She  had  tea  brought  there  for  her,  and 
took  it  in  solitude,  the  cheerful  sounds  from 
outside  coming  in  to  mark  more  distinctly 
the  silence  within.  Like  a  picture  seen  years 
before,  there  came  back  on  her  mind  the 
memory  of  another  summer  evening  when 
she  had  not  been  alone,  but  Kedfern  had  sat 
there  with  her  in  the  sombre  room,  and  the 
roses  had  been  as  sweet  as  they  were  to-day. 
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When  she  had  finished  her  soKtary  meal, 
she  got  up  and  stepped  through  the  window 
into  the  garden.  She  felt  a  kind  of  awe  in 
venturing  there  again,  as  if  she  were  coming 
back  to  a  sacred  place  after  long  absence  ; 
there  was  such  a  great  break  in  her  life 
between  the  time  when  she  had  last  wandered 
there  and  this  return,  that  she  did  not  know 
how  to  link  the  two  together,  and  feel  un- 
changed in  the  place  that  was  still  the 
same. 

There  was  an  atmosphere  of  solitude  about 
the  garden  ;  the  birds  had  taken  possession 
of  it,  and  stared  at  her  as  at  an  intruder  ;  the 
thrushes  and  blackbirds  were  tamer  than 
before,  bold  in  a  sense  of  possession  ;  but  the 
pigeons  were  more  distant  and  timorous. 
The  place  was  not  altogether  neglected,  but 
it  had  a  look  of  desertion  ;  a  few  fallen  leaves 
were  lying  about,  everything  was  more  wildly 
luxuriant  than  usual ;  straggling  branches 
had  ventured  to  reach  across  the  pathway, 
and  the  flowers  had  encroached  upon  the 
lawn.  There  was  the  undefinable  air  of 
solitude  which  soon  creeps  over  an  un- 
frequented garden ;  no  recent  step  had  dis- 
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turbed  the  pebbles  or  trodden  down  the  grass; 
the  path  was  green  and  mouldy,  the  flowers 
w^ere  blowing  and  fading  in  all  stages  of 
growth  and  decay ;  no  hand  had  plucked  oif 
the  full-blown  roses ;  they  drooped  heavily 
from  over-burdened  trees,  and  the  petals  were 
lying  beneath'  them,  or  falling  slowly  in  the 
breeze. 

The  place  was  very  sweet  and  quiet ;  a 
gurgling  murmur  came  from  the  stream 
below  ;  the  gusts  of  wind  brought  passing 
wafts  of  scent  from  the  honeysuckle  climb- 
inor  the  hedofes  :  a  thrush  sano^  in  a  bush  near, 
and  the  slow  white  swans  moved  with  sleepy 
stateliness  over  the  pond  ;  the  great  waxen 
lilies  were  in  flower  on  the  quiet  water  inside 
the  green  mouldering  stones,  which  were 
stained  with  weather,  tufted  with  fern,  and 
wreathed  with  dark  ivy  and  tender-leaved 
toad-flax. 

Violet  walked  lio^htlv,  afraid  of  her  own 
soft  step  on  the  soft  lawn,  the  clear  streamlet 
tricked  downwards  with  a  cheerful  sound  as 
she  passed  it,  and  she  heard  a  lark  singing 
high  above  a  golden  cornfield  beyond  the 
bounds  of  her  garden  ;  but  these  were  voices 
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without  words,  and  her  own  thoughts  were 
left  to  supply  their  meaning. 

All  the  place  was  full  of  memories ;  she 
hardly  knew  how  to  endure  the  solitude 
which  left  such  room  for  recollections.  She 
doubted  her  own  wisdom  in  having  come 
alone,  yet  she  could  not  have  borne  any 
presence  at  that  moment.  That  garden  had 
witnessed  nearly  all  the  events  of  her  life  ;  it 
had  been  terribly  connected  with  the  last 
event  of  it,  when  Monkholme  had  been 
nearly  lost  to  her ;  it  was  now  her  own  for 
always,  but  she  had  given  herself  in  exchange. 
There  she  had  lived  and  played  and  loved, 
Imd  been  happy,  had  sorrowed,  and  now 
found  herself  alone,  her  old  life  parted  from 
her,  her  sorrows  and  joys  of  former  days, 
thing-s  that  could  touch  her  no  more. 

There  she  had  met  Redfern  and  talked  to 
him,  there  it  was  that  her  heart  had  so  often 
throbbed  at  his  presence  ;  and  the  memories 
of  her  old  feelings  thronged  back  into  her 
mind  till  she  hardly  knew  who  it  was  that 
stood  alone  in  the  garden,  Eedfern's  love,  or 
Alfred's  wife. 

Her  thoughts  went  back  further  to   the 
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sunny  days  of  her  childhood,  where  she  had 
played  with  Alfred,  scolded  Gerald,  and 
wondered  at  Redfern.  She  remembered  him 
in  those  days,  such  a  dark,  solitary,  distinct 
figure  in  the  pleasant  landscape,  the  uncon- 
vertible creature  who  was  to  have  no  place 
in  their  paradise. 

Afterwards  her  ideas  had  changed,  and 
she  had  thought  that  no  paradise  was  con- 
ceivable from  which  he  could  be  banished, 
and  she  would  have  given  her  own  place  there 
to  him  rather  than  know  him  to  be  shut 
out. 

Now  again  their  lives  were  divided,  no  link 
of  sympathy  existed  between  them ;  his  happi- 
ness or  sorrow,  his  loss  or  gain,  did  not  con- 
cern her  any  more. 

She  reviewed  all  the  changes  of  her  life, 
with  its  affections  and  disappointments.  She 
had  loved  her  father,  and  her  grandfather, 
Alfred  and  Redfern  ;  the  last  love  had  been 
the  one  passion  of  her  life,  the  others  were 
only  tender  affections.  Now  she  looked  back 
upon  it  as  on  something  that  had  happened 
in  another  world,  a  terrible  episode  which  she 
had  left   behind  her,  to  return  only  to  the 
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quiet,  happy  kindliness  of  her  former  days. 
She  could  not  conceive  that  she  was  the  same 
Violet  who  had  loved  so  intensely  and 
sorrowed  so  bitterly ;  that  one  great  storm  of 
her  life  seemed  no  true  part  of  it :  it  left  her 
no  rights  of  sweet  memory  or  gentle  regret, 
as  her  other  losses  did  ;  it  had  swept  away, 
and  no  trace  of  it  could  be  retained. 

Of  all  those  she  had  loved,  Alfred  only 
remained  to  her ;  the  rest  had  left  her  one  by 
one  ;  but  for  him,  she  would  be  alone.  She 
needed  his  affection  very  sorely  ;  her  solitary 
mood  had  already  passed  away,  leaving  her 
hungering  for  some  sympathy  and  love. 
There  was  no  one  to  speak  to  in  all  the  sweet 
lonely  garden,  no  eyes  to  look  at  her  with 
tender  assurance  ;  the  beauty  seemed  wasted, 
the  silence  oppressive,  and  she  thought  of 
Alfred  in  Wales,  and  wished  he  could  come 
to  her. 

She  went  down  over  the  sloping  grass, 
which  was  yellow  with  sunshine,  and  marked 
with  long  tree- shadows  that  came  to  meet 
her ;  she  went  down  to  the  stream,  which 
had  been  Kedfern's  favourite  haunt,  into  the 
broken  light  under  its  shading  trees,  and  she 
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turned  to  walk  slowly  along  its  banks  through 
the  green  plantation. 

The  level  sunliofht  struck  throuofh  the  close 
leaves  and  between  the  thick  stems  ;  the 
brook  was  lazy,  and  flowed  on  softly  without 
any  rushing  noise ;  it  was  not  loud  enough 
to  drown  the  sound  of  an  approaching  step 
which  she  heard  amone  the  bushes  further 
on.  It  was  the  first  human  sound  she  had 
heard  in  the  garden,  and  she  went  on  to  meet 
it,  thinking  that  it  might  be  Lucy  coming  to 
seek  her. 

But  the  step  was  firmer  than  Lucy's,  it 
struck  the  pebbles  strongly  and  quickly,  and 
it  was  a  man's  arm  that  crashed  away  the 
overgrown  branches  reaching  across  to  meet 
each  other. 

Violet  stood  still  and  looked,  trembling  a 
little,  first  with  wonder,  and  then  with  hope. 
She  held  her  breath  for  a  minute  till  the  in- 
truder came  fully  into  sight ;  then  she  sprang 
forward  with  a  sudden  cry,  put  her  hand  in 
his  arm,  and  hid  her  face  against  it. 

''  Letty  !"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  surprise. 

It  was  Alfred;  he  bent  over  her  caressingly, 
and  then  stood  looking  a  little  doubtful  and 
perplexed. 
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"  It  is  really  you,"  said  Violet. 

^*  Yes.     I  did  not  know  you  were  here.'^ 

^'  Did  you  not  get  my  letter  this  morning'?" 
she  asked. 

"  No.  The  post  comes  late,  and  I  left 
early." 

He  spoke  still  with  some  embarrassment, 
as  if  feeling  that  his  presence  required  expla- 
nation. 

"  I  had  no  idea  you  would  come  to  Monk- 
holme,"  she  said. 

"  No  ;  I  ought  not  to  have  come,  of  course, 
till  you  wished  it,  but  then  I  did  not  know 
you  would  be  here." 

''  I  only  made  up  my  mind  yesterday." 

"  I  found  out  that  Kedfern  was  wanted  at 
home,  and  he  would  not  go  till  I  went ;  I 
was  well  enough  to  come  away,  so  I  decided 
to  do  it.  I  wrote  to  tell  you  to-day ;  I  should 
have  come  on  to  your  mother's  to-morrow. 
I  fancied  I  should  like  to  have  a  glance  at 
this  place  ;  I  did  not  suppose  it  would  matter 
to  any  one." 

''  And  you  are  really  better  f 

She  turned  her  face  to  look  up  at  him. 

"  Don't  I  look  so  ?     I  am  all  right  now." 
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He  did  not  appear  satisfied,  for  all  that ; 
his  face  was  not  so  full  of  contentment  as 
hers  was  ;  she  had  got  the  presence  she  de- 
sired, and  was  so  satisfied  that  she  did  not 
notice  how  slightly  he  responded  to  her  wel- 
come. 

She  had  nothing  to  say ;  she  felt  comforted 
to  have  him  with  her,, and  was  content  to  be 
silent ;  but  he  was  pondering  gravely. 

**  I  suppose  you  came  here  to  be  alone,"  he 
said,  in  a  low  embarrassed  tone. 

"  Yes ;  I  wanted  to  get  away  from  the 
others  very  much,  though  they  were  kind  to 
me." 

^'  And  I  come  without  consent  or  con- 
sideration, after  you  had  been  so  kind  to  me 
before." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  she  said,  lifting  her 
head. 

He  misunderstood  the  movement,  and 
stepped  a  little  from  her,  so  that  her  hand 
slipped  from  his  arm. 

"  It  must  seem  as  if  I  meant  to  force  my- 
self upon  you,  whether  you  like  it  or  not,, 
after  I  had  promised  that  I  never  would." 

Violet  looked  bewildered. 
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""  I  won't  do  that/'  he  went  on ;  "I  never 
intended  to  do.  I  understand  perfectly  your 
kindness  when  I  was  hurt,  and  I  won't  pre- 
sume upon  it  to  take  more  than  you  like  to 
give." 

"  I  don't  understand.'' 

"  I  mean  that  I  should  not  have  come  here 
to-day — to  your  own  home — if  I  had  guessed 
you  would  be  here." 

"  Of  course  you  did  not  expect  to  find  me," 
she  could  only  say. 

*'  If  I  had  done,  I  would  have  kept  away 
till  you  asked  me  to  come.  You  have  never 
said  yet  you  would  like  to  be  here  with  me. 
Don't  think  you  are  never  to  be  free  from 
me  because  I  married  you." 

"  You  are  talking  about  what  I  don't  com- 
prehend." 

"'  I  mean  that  you  shall  have  the  solitude 
you  came  to  find  here  ;  I  am  vexed  that  you 
have  found  me  haunting  the  place,  but  you 
shall  be  free.     I  will  go  away." 

Sh-e  started  forward. 

"  Oh,  Alfred,  why  should  you  %  What 
can  you  mean  V 

"I  have  no  real  right  here." 
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''  But  if  I  want  you  T 

"  You  dont  want  me." 

''  Oh,  I  do.  Very  much — so  much — you 
don't  know  !  I  have  been  so  lonely.  The 
place  is  so  dreadful  with  no  one  in  it.  Don't 
leave  me  alone  again." 

Her  voice  had  a  tone  of  entreaty  in  it ;  she 
went  forward  and  lifted  her  face  with  an  ear- 
nest look,  and  she  raised  her  hand  for  him  to 
take. 

He  took  it,  and  drew  her  nearer  ;  she  leaned 
asrainst  him  with  a  sigfh  of  relief,  and  let  her 
head  rest  on  his  shoulder. 

''  It  can't  be  that  you  would  like  me  to 
stay/'  he  said. 

"  Yes,  I  should  ;  very  much  ;  why  not  ?" 

"  You  never  asked  me  to  come." 

"  I  did  not  know  you  could  ;  but  I  wanted 
you,  I  have  wanted  you  before.  I  have  been 
so  lonely.  All  the  things  that  have  ever 
happened,  came  and  seemed  to  speak  to 
me,  and  I  could  not  answer  them  alone.  I 
longed  for  you  so  much,  and  I  was  so  glad 
when  I  saw  you  here.  And  now  you  will 
leave  me  again.  You  will  go  away  ?"  she 
asked. 
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His  arms  closed  round  her  firmly,  and  he 
bent  his  head  near  hers. 

"  Never,  my  dearest ;  if  you  wish  me  to 
stay/'  he  answered. 

''  I  do  wish  it/'  she  said,  in  a  whisper. 

He  said  no  more  for  a  few  moments  ;  he 
was  too  happy  to  feel  her  resting  against 
him,  content  to  have  his  sheltering  arms 
about  her  ;  but  he  hardly  dared  to  believe  his 
own  happiness. 

"  Letty/'  he  said,  "  do  you  know  all  you 
are  asking  ?  It  was  different  before,  when 
you  had  me  only  for  a  short  time,  and  other 
people  were  there  too  ;  it  was  different  when 
I  was  hurt  and  you  wanted  to  be  kind  to  me. 
Can  you  bear  to  have  me  with  you  always, 
never  to  be  rid  of  me  V 

^^  I  can  bear  it  much  better  than  to  let  you 
go." 

He  held  her  closer  to  him  with  a  beating 
heart,  and  could  not  answer  her. 

"  And  yet,"  he  said,  after  a  silence  which 
she  did  not  attempt  to  break,  "how  can  I 
dare  to  be  so  happy  ?  Forgive  me,  dear,  for 
remembering  it,  but  you  loved  him  so  much, 
and  it  is  such  a  short  time  since  ;  you  cannot 
care  for  me  yet/' 
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She  lifted  her  head  then,  and  moved  a 
httle  from  him,  looking  at  him  with  clear 
grave  eyes. 

"  It  is  true  that  I  loved  him,"  she  said, 
''  more  than  I  could  ever  say.  And  if  he 
had  let  me,  I  should  have  gone  on  loving  him 
always,  and  never  thought  anything  else  pos- 
sible. If  he  had  been  unkind  or  unjust,  I 
should  have  loved  him  still ;  but  you  know  I 
had  to  give  it  up,  that  I  had  no  right  to  go 
on  any  more.  It  was  very  terrible,  but  it  is 
ended." 

She  trembled  a  httle,  and  her  head  drooped. 

*^  Are  you  sure  of  it  ?"  he  asked. 

*'  Quite  sure.  1  love  you  now,  not  him. 
I  speak  the  truth ;  did  I  ever  tell  you  any- 
thing else  ?  I  married  you,  and  now  I  love 
you.  I  have  no  one  else  at  all  to  think  of. 
Do  you  want  me  to  go  back  again  ?  I  don't 
go  back  easily  when  I  begin  to  love  any  on.e. 
I  never  did.     Must  I  now  ?" 

'^  Indeed,  no,"  he  answered ;  ''  I  want  your 
love  more  than  anything  else  in  the  world. 
I  have  wanted  it  all  my  life." 

"  I  am  so  happy  to  give  it,"  she  whispered. 
"  It  was  my  wish  to  love  him,  it  was  the 
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choice  of  my  life,  but  I  was  not  to  have  it. 
What  right  had  I  to  ask  it  ?  How  did  I 
know  it  was  better  for  him  or  for  me  ?  It  is 
not  for  us  to  choose;  we  should  wait  for  what 
comes  to  us ;  that  is  always  good  enough  if 
we  will  only  not  be  impatient." 

"  Are  you  quite  content  then  T  he  asked. 

'^  Quite  content,"  she  answered,  ^'  if  you 
will  never  go  away  again  and  leave  me 
alone." 

''  I  never  will,"  he  said,  ''  since  you  will 
let  me  stay." 

'*  Yes,"  she  said  softly,  ^'  you  must  stay 
always.  Is  not  this  your  home  ?  and  am  I 
not  your  wife  T 

She  lifted  her  face  to  meet  his  kiss,  and 
after  that  he  never  doubted  any  more. 

The  next  morning  was  bright  and  clear  ; 
the  garden  looked  a  less  deserted  place,  and 
the  songs  of  the  birds  filled  it  cheerily. 

The  calm  sunshine  lay  on  the  roads,  and 
made  them  hot  between  the  high  close  hedges. 
The  two  Miss  Lloyds  walked  up  the  lane 
leading  to  Monkholme,  and  they  had  very 
serious  faces.     They  had  heard   of  Violet's 


ONCE  MORE  IN  THE  GARDEN.  253 

arrival,  and  were  coming  to  call  upon  her. 
The  news  of  her  return  had  spread  through 
the  village,  reaching  her  friends  and  filling 
them  with  perplexity.  Alfred  had  arrived 
later,  and  they  had  not  heard  of  his  coming. 

The  Miss  Woods  were  not  such  particular 
friends  of  Violet's,  and  they  might  delay  their 
visit;  but  Lucy  and  Mary  Lloyd  felt  that 
they  ought  to  go  at  once. 

It  was  a  very  perplexing  business,  all  the 
same,  and  they  would  much  have  preferred 
to  let  some  one  else  lead  the  way,  and  make 
the  first  discoveries.  Conflicting  reports  had 
reached  the  place  respecting  Violet  and  her 
unexpected  marriage  ;  no  one  knew  the  truth 
concerning  it.  It  was  said  that  she  had 
quarrelled  with  Redfern,  and  been  obliged 
to  marry  Alfred,  or  had  not  quarrelled 
with  Redfern  and  yet  had  been  obliged 
to  marry  Alfred ;  or  had  quarrelled  with 
Redfern  and  married  Alfred  of  her  own 
accord ;  no  one  kneAV  which  report  was  true, 
but  it  was  certain  that  her  engagement  had 
been  suddenly  broken  off,  her  marriage  hastily 
carried  out,  and  that  afterwards  she  had  been 
parted  from  her  husband,  and  had  now  re- 
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turned  to  Monkholme  alone.  Kiimours  had 
also  come  of  Alfred's  accident  in  Wales,  and 
of  Violet  having  been  there  with  him,  and 
Redfern  too  ;  but  that  was  considered  too  ex- 
traordinary to  be  believed;  it  was  also  certain 
that  she  had  come  from  her  mother's  house, 
and  not  from  Wales,  and  it  was  understood 
that  she  had  come  with  no  one  but  her 
maid. 

''  It  is  most  awkward/'  said  Mary,  as  they 
walked  up  the  sunny  lane,  across  which  the 
dragon-flies  were  flitting  with  humming  wings, 
^'  I  shan't  in  the  least  know  what  to  say  to 
her." 

^*  I  wish  we  knew  better  what  has  hap- 
pened, and  what  she  is  going  to  do,"  said 
Lucy. 

^'  Mamma  says  she  ought  never  to  have 
come  back  alone,"  said  Mary,  "  people  will 
talk  so." 

"  We  cant  congratulate  her/'  said  Lucy, 
'^yet  it  will  look  so  queer  to  say  nothing 
after  she  has  been  married." 

^*  It  would  not  do  to  ask  after  her  husband, 
I  suppose,"  said  Mary,  ^'yet  it  seems  odd  to 
ignore  him." 


ONCE  MORE  IN  THE  GARDEN.  255 

"  We  had  better  wait,  and  see  how  things 
turn  out/'  said  Lucy. 

Monkholme  looked  peaceful  enough  as  they 
approached  it.  The  house-martins  were  walk- 
ing about  in  the  dusty  lane  with  dainty  pink 
feet,  and  declined  to  fly  away  in  a  hurry;  they 
were  flying  in  and  out  of  the  nests  under  the 
eaves  and  in  the  porch,  and  the  pigeons  were 
cooing  on  the  roof.  White-winged  butterflies 
fluttered  above  the  flowers,  and  two  with 
scarlet  colours  burned  in  the  sunlight,  while 
the  heavy  bees  floated  slowly  through  the 
air  with  a  loud  murmur. 

There  was  the  sound  of  voices  also  in  the 
garden,  and  of  low  contented  laughter. 
Violet's  voice  Avas  clear  and  sweet,  they 
heard  it  distinctly  like  the  song  of  a  bird 
above  the  noise  of  a  running  stream,  and  the 
voice  that  answered  her  was  fuller  and  lower 
in  tone. 

Mary  and  Lucy  glanced  at  each  other  in 
surprise  without  speaking,  for  the  voices  and 
laughter  came  nearer,  and  Violet  and  Alfred 
emerged  from  a  narroAv  shady  path  leading 
from  the  lower  garden. 

The  sunlight  was  on  her  face  and  hair,  and 
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she  was  turning  back  to  look  at  him  with  a 
provoking  smile ;  she  had  some  flowers  in  her 
fingers,  and  he  carried  a  garden-pot  in  one, 
hand  and  a  spade  in  the  other.  He  was 
looking  at  her  as  she  turned  to  him,  and 
listening  gravely. 

Mary  and  Lucy  paused  in  embarrassment ; 
they  had  not  expected  such  a  meeting.  They 
waited  without  speaking. 

"  Look,  Letty,  here  are  some  friends,"  said 
Alfred,  who  saw  them  first. 

Violet  turned  to  them,  and  went  forward 
at  once,  offering  her  hand,  while  Alfred 
waited  calmly  in  the  background. 

"  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,"  said  Violet,  in 
her  old  happy  voice,  '*  it  was  good  of  you  to 
come  so  soon." 

*'  Yes,"  said  Mary,    "  we  heard  that  you 

were  here  ;  at  least,  we  understood "  She 

gazed  at  Alfred  in  some  perplexity. 

Violet  saw  her  look  and  blushed  suddenly, 
but  Alfred  was  as  calm  as  usual,  waiting  with 
a  tranquil  face  till  he  should  be  noticed.  He 
never  was  in  a  hurry,  and  he  rarely  felt  em- 
barrassed. 

"  Yes,"  said  Violet,  as  if  she  felt  she  ought 
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to  introduce  him  someliow,  '^  here  is  my  hus- 
band too ;  did  you  not  know  we  came  yes- 
terday r 

*^  Yes — at  least,  they  told  us,"  Mary  an- 
swered doubtfully. 

^'  I  can't  shake  hands  with  you,"  said 
Alfred,  in  his  clear,  calm  voice,  "  my  hands 
are  not  clean  enough.  Letty  has  been  making 
me  do  an  awful  lot  of  gardening.  The  place 
has  got  out  of  order  while  she  was  away." 

"  It  looks  very  tidy,"  said  Lucy. 

"  But  the  gardeners  may  not  touch  her 
ferns  ;  she  always  made  me  do  that  business 
before,"  said  Alfred,  "  and  she  has  set  me  to 
it  again.  If  you  will  go  on  to  the  house, 
Letty,  I  will  come  after,  as  soon  as  I  have 
got  rid  of  all  this  sand." 

"  Yes,  let  us  go,"  said .  Mary,  intensely  re- 
lieved by  her  host's  calm  manner.  ^'  And  so 
you  both  came  back  yesterday  ?"  she  went 
on  to  Letty  as  they  entered  the  house ;  "  are 
you  going  to  stay  1" 

"  Yes,"  said  Yiolet  quietly,  though  with  a 
face  slightly  flushed  ;  "we  came  back  yester- 
day, and  of  course  we  are  going  to  stay." 

And  that  was  all  the  explanation  she  ever 
VOL.  III.  53 
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gave  to  her  friends  ;  the  rest  they  had  to 
guess. 

"She  really  told  us  nothing  more,"  said 
Mary  to  her  mother  afterwards. 

''  It  was  very  wise  of  her  to  tell  you 
nothing,"  said  the  Vicar,  "  and  then  you  can 
tell  iio  one  else." 
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CHAPTEK  VIII.    . 

CONCLUSION. 

Violet  lived  at  Monkholme  all  her  life 
afterwards ;  she  never  left  it  except  for  brief 
periods. 

The  rest  of  her  life  was  calm  and  easeful, 
as  the  beginning  of  it  had  been  ;  sorrow  and 
loss  came  to  her  as  they  come  to  all,  but  no 
great  storm  disturbed  again  the  even  tenor 
of  her  existence  ;  that  had  been  the  solitary- 
tempest  in  a  life  otherwise  tranquil,  full  of 
peaceful  joys  and  satisfied  affections,  a  life 
very  safe  and  complete  :  she  would  not  have 
chosen  to  have  it  so  ;  she  had  desired  struggle 
rather  than  rest,  but  she  was  content  to  take 
the  rest  at  last. 

The  knowledge  of  that  one  dreadful  episode 
gave  her  an  awe-stirring  sense  of  the  terrible 
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power  of  passion  and  regret;  it  seemed  to 
make  the  atmosphere  of  her  life  stiller  and 
quieter,  like  the  great  tranquillity  of  a  sunny 
valley  at  the  foot  of  cloud-covered  moun- 
tains. 

It  was  Redfern  who  had  made  the  separa- 
tion against  which  she  had  struggled  so 
passionately,  and  it  was  Redfern  whose  life 
was  altered  by  it  the  most. 

He  never  loved  any  woman  again,  and 
never  thought  of  marrying ;  his  hopes  were 
ended  where  hers  only  began  again.  Pos- 
sibly he  was  greater  in  his  art  for  the  loss  in 
his  life ;  the  passion  and  strength  of  his 
nature  had  only  one  outlet  left  now,  and  they 
spoke  more  strongly  in  his  pictures  because 
they  were  silent  in  hi^  life.  He  would  not 
have  been  so  great  an  artist  if  he  had  been  a 
happier  man.  All  good  work  must  be 
heavily  paid  for,  chiefly  by  those  who  do  it  ; 
and  it  can  sometimes  be  only  bought  in  ex- 
change for  themselves. 

To  begin  with,  it  is  chosen  perhaps  as  some- 
thing added  to  their  lives ;  afterwards,  little 
by  little,  they  are  content  to  give  their  lives 
for  it,  till  nothing  is  left  to  them  but  the  work 
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alone.  Not  much  besides  was  left  to  Red- 
fern. 

He  was  always  silent  and  uncomplaining ; 
he  never  talked  of  the  one  impassioned 
period  of  his  life  ;  he  let  it  fall  out  of  all  out- 
ward sight  as  if  it  had  never  been — it  only 
took  a  deeper  place  in  his  heart  when  he 
ceased  to  speak  of  it. 

It  cannot  be  said  that  he  went  on  loving 
Violet  always  ;  there  was  the  strong  sense  of 
separation  shutting  down  such  a  feeling  ;  bat 
he  never  forgot,  never  ceased  to  be  conscious 
how  much  he  would  have  loved  her  had  she 
still  been  his  own. 

He  was  very  successful,  though  not  till 
after  some  years  had  passed  ;  he  made  a 
great  name  and  what  was  to  him  much 
money,  but  he  always  lived  the  same  sort  of 
life  in  his  prosperity  as  he  had  done  in  his 
adversity  ;  he  did  not  care  to  change  it.  He 
never  tried  to  make  life  easy ;  after  his  great 
disappointment  he  seemed  indifferent  to  little 
annoyances,  though  they  annoyed  him  still ; 
he  accepted  all  the  small  vexations  of  his  life 
at  home,  and  made  no  effort  to  escape  from 
them,  when  he  might  have  done  so  without 
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difficulty,  just  as  Violet's  father  had  done  in 
his  uncongenial  home  years  before. 

He  followed  his  own  life  silently  in  his 
heart,  and  had  not  much  hope  or  interest  in 
outward  things ;  the  desire  to  make  those 
outward  things  flow  on  in  harmony  with  his 
inner  life  had  passed  away  with  Violet's 
love. 

For  all  that,  he  had  many  pleasures  left : 
a  keen  sense  of  delight  in  beautiful  things,, 
a  strong  interest  in  helping  those  who  were 
in  difficulty  and  distress ;  an  enjoyment  in 
the  society  and  affection  of  children  and 
animals,  of  all  kinds  of  helpless  things  that 
could  not  explain  their  wants  and  talk  about 
his,  and  above  all,  the  happiness  of  working 
much  and  well. 

He  painted  landscapes  chiefly,  wild  and 
solitary  scenes,  level  reaches  of  land,  with 
tempests  coming  on  afar  off ;  or  valleys  bright 
in  -sunshine,  while  the  mountains  beyond 
wove  a  black  storm  among  their  peaks ;  or  a 
great  stillness  on  a  sunny  summer  sea,  with 
an  ominous  mist  rising  in  the  distance,  and  a, 
wind  breaking  up  the  water  a  long  way  off. 
Generally  he  liked  best  the  pictures  that  he 
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did  not  finish,  or  could  not  easily  sell ;  he 
never  cared  for  the  successful  ones  that  people 
talked  about ;  like  all  true  artists,  he  felt  that 
the  work  that  he  failed  to  do  was  very  much 
better  than  the  work  he  did  ;  and  he  preferred 
those  paintings  which  only  indicated  his  ideas 
vaguely  rather  than  those  which  expressed 
them  clearly.  When  a  picture  was  very 
much  admired  he  had  no  more  interest  in  it 
— he  felt  convinced  that  in  some  way  it  was 
wrong  and  mistaken. 

His  mother  was  slightly  consoled  for  the 
ungraciousness  of  his  earlj'  days  by  the  success 
of  his  after  life.  It  was  provoking  that  he 
never  would  take  the  same  view  of  it  as 
she  did,  and  would  not  alter  his  pictures  at 
her  suggestion,  though  she  really  knew 
much  better  the  sort  of  thing  people  liked  for 
their  money  than  he  did,  because  he  never 
would  listen  when  they  talked.  But  she 
venerated  his  genius  in  a  mysterious  way, 
even  when  she  wanted  to  have  the  manage- 
ment of  it ;  and  she  had  always  the  satisfac- 
tion of  talking  about  him  to  others,  though 
she  might  not  do  it  to  himself  She  felt 
privately  that  it  was  very  unjust  of  him  not 
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to  consult  his  own  mother  more,  when  she  was 
so  much  older,  and  had  such  an  interest  in 
him.  But  publicly  she  triumphed  over  the 
mothers  whose  sons  were  more  affable  and 
could  not  do  such  clever  things.  It  was 
curious  to  hear  her  boast  everywhere  of  the 
very  things  she  grumbled  about  at  home ; 
she  scolded  him  incessantly  in  private  for  his 
silence  and  ungraciousness,  and  in  society  she 
exalted  those  faults  into  interesting  proofs  of 
genius. 

'^  He  sits  and  never  says  a  word,"  she  said 
to  her  friends  importantly,  *^  and  he  won't 
listen  to  any  advice  that  /  can  give  him." 

It  was  with  much  satisfaction  that  she 
observed  how  these  really  annoying  qualities 
of  Hedfern's  made  other  mothers  jealous,  and 
caused  them  to  grumble  at  their  more  agree- 
able sons  for  talking  so  much. 

It  was  some  years  before  Redfern  went 
again  to  Monkholme,  though  he  was  invited 
there  the  following  summer,  and  every  summer 
afterwards. 

He  had  changed  from  the  somewhat 
gloomy  and  impatient  youth  into  the  silent 
and   meditative  man,  when   he   went   there 
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again  ;  he  had  travelled  a  great  deal,  seen 
many  places,  and  gone  through  various  expe- 
riences. The  neighbourhood  of  Monkholme 
was  little  altered,  however ;  it  was  a  place 
where  changes  were  slow  to  come.  All  the 
land  was  in  the  hands  of  the  old  proprietors, 
who  were  not  fond  of  alteration  and  specu- 
lation. 

He  walked  from  the  station  to  Monkholme, 
as  he  had  done  in  the  days  of  his  poverty  ; 
the  old  lane  was  white  with  hawthorn  as  he 
went  up  it,  following  its  winding  course  be- 
tween green  and  brown  fields.  As  he  ap- 
proached the  house  he  heard  the  sound  of 
voices,  and  guessed  that  Violet's  children  were 
playing  in  the  garden. 

A  little  girl  was  standing  on  the  bar  of  the 
small  swing  gate,  at  the  side  of  the  drive, 
looking  over  it  from  under  a  broad  garden 
hat.  A  taller  boy  was  lashing  the  stem 
of  a  tree  with  a  leathern  whip,  using 
much  muscular  exertion  in  the  performance, 
and  saying,  "  Gee-up,  Neddy,"  in  vigorous 
tones. 

Redfern  paused  to  speak  to  them,  for  he 
always  made  friends  with   children   readily. 
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The  boy  stopped  lashing  the  tree,  ^nd  'stared 
at  him  in  a  lordly  manner,  while  the  little 
girl  put  her  head  on  one  side  and  looked  at 
him  bashfully,  smiling  from  under  her  wide 
hat. 

''  That  is  a  very  lazy  horse  you  are  trying 
to  make  go,  is  it  not  T  asked  Redfern 
gravely. 

''  It  is  not  a  horse,  it  is  a  tree,  it  can't  go," 
said  the  boy  rather  contemptuously.  He 
stared  at  Redfern  still,  and  asked  with  calm- 
ness, "  Who  are  you  %  I  never  saw  you 
before." 

"  I  am  Redfern  Hilborough,"  he  answered 
with  an  amused  smile  ;   ^'  are  you  any  wiser 

The  little  girl  still  gazed  at  him  over  the 
gate ;  she  had  an  idea  that  he  was  being 
rudely  treated,  and  unpolitely  detained  out- 
side. She  wished  therefore  to  share  his  em- 
barrassment, and  announce  her  name,  as  he 
had  been  required  to  do.  She  got  down  from 
the  gate,  and  put  out  her  hand  to  him,  saying 
in  a  clear  little  voice  of  explanation  : 

"  I  am  Letty." 

He   took    her   hand   in   his,   and   walked 
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towards  the  house  with  her  as  she  seemed  to 
expect. 

"  We  will  go  to  mamma,"  she  observed  in 
her  small  sweet  tones  ;  **  Edgar  is  rude,  but 
you  need  not  mind  him.  Boys  don't  know 
how  to  be  polite  ever." 

And  that  was  how  Eedfern  returned  to 
Monkholme. 

After  the  first  visit  he  went  again  every 
year,  never  staying  longer  than  a  few  days. 
He  was  always  as  silent  and  reserved  with 
Alfred  and  Violet  as  with  the  rest  of  the 
world,  but  with  the  children  he  was  quite  at 
ease  and  happier  than  with  any  one  else  ; 
they  always  looked  forward  to  his  coming, 
and  welcomed  him  with  delight. 

Violet  received  him  kindly.  She  was  per- 
fectly safe  and  happy  in  the  society  of  her 
husband  and  children  ;  she  could  afford  once 
more  to  give  him  a  great  deal  of  sympathy 
and  friendship,  but  it  was  given  in  kind 
attentions  and  not  in  words.  He  knew  very 
well  that  no  influence  from  his  lonely  life 
could  reach  to  disturb  Alfred's  wife  and 
the  mother  of  the  happy  children  who  spoilt 
the  trimness  of  the  old  garden.     He  grew  at 
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least  to  be  quite  at  ease  even  in  her  pre- 
sence. 

''  I  hope,"  he  said  once,  with  his  old  odd 
smile,  as  they  all  sat  together  in  the  garden, 
and  he  had  his  hand  on  Edgar's  shoulder, 
''  that  no  son  of  yours  will  ever  be  such  a 
wicked  boy  as  I  was." 

**  I  hope,"  she  answered,  looking  at  him 
with  her  sweet,  earnest  eyes,  ^'  that  no  son 
of  mine  will  ever  be  so  unhappy." 

"  That  is  a  new  view  of  the  question,"  he 
answered  with  a  short  laugh  as  he  got  up  to 
walk  away  ;  ''  it  is  like  one  of  your  old  fancies. 
People  are  not  bad,  they  are  only  miserable, 
and  must  be  consoled.  No  one  else  thinks 
so." 

''  I  don't  believe  it  makes  them  any  worse 
to  think  so,"  said  Violet. 

"  Indeed,  no,  very  much  better,"  he  said,  and 
walked  away  without  waiting  for  an  answer. 

Alfred,  as  well  as  Violet,  treated  Kedfern 
with  more  friendliness  than  he  showed  to 
most  people,  and  gave  him  a  very  full  though 
not  a  noisy  welcome.  Even  the  little  Letty 
noticed  how  much  more  Redfern  was  con- 
sidered  than   any   other  visitor,  though   he 
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was  usually  so  silent,  and  her  parents  left  him 
a  great  deal  to  himself. 

''  Papa,"  she  said  once,  as  she  sat  on  his 
knee  and  looked  gravely  into  his  handsome 
face,  ''is  Uncle  Ref  very  poor,  or  very  ill,  or 
very  unhappy,  or  what,  that  you  and  mamma 
always    think    such    a    lot   about   what    he 

likes  r 

Alfred  looked  at  her  gravely  back  again. 
He  had  grown  a  more  thoughtful  man  than 
he  had  promised  in  his  youth  to  be,  but  years 
always  added  weight  and  respectability  to 
the  Hilboroughs ;  like  a  fine  order  of  trees, 
they  gathered  strength  when  they  ceased  to 
increase  in  height.  He  answered  her 
seriously. 

''No,  Letty,  but  Uncle  Ref  once  had 
something  very  good,  that  he  liked  very 
much,  and  he  let  it  go  from  him,  and  it  came 
to  me  instead.  So  I  should  never  foro-et 
that  I  owe  more  to  him  than  to  other 
people." 

'•Bat,"  said  Letty,  with  a  puzzled  face, 
"  could  you  not  have  given  him  half  back 
again  ?" 

"  No,  my  dear.     You  can't  understand  it. 
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Never  throw  away  what  you  would  Hke  to 
keep.  He  threw  this  away,  sind  could  not 
have  it  any  more,  or  anything  else  in  its 
place." 

And  that  was  true.     The  best  gifts  of  life 
are  rarely  offered  to  us  twice  over. 


THE    END. 
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"  Full  of  incident,  and  the  adventures  by  sea  and  land  which  it  records 
will  prove  especially  attractive  to  younger  readers." — Standard. 

THE    FAIR   MAID    OF  TAUNTON  :   a  Tale  of 
the  Siege.     By  Elizabeth  M.  Alford.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

UNTO  WHICH    SHE   WAS    NOT   BORN.     By 

Ellen  Gadesden.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

"  Cleverly  and  gracefully  written." — Athenceutn. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand. 
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LOVED  AND  UNLOVED  :  a  Story.  By  Harriet 

Davis.     Crown  8vo.,  75.  6d. 

ROSE  AND  JOSEPHINE :  a  Story  translated  from 

the  French  by  Edith  H.  Owen.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
THE    BARON    OF    EPPENFELD  :    a   Romance, 

with  verses.     By  John  J.  Hayden.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

CHRISTIERN    THE    WICKED:    an    Historical 

Tale.      By    H.    S.    Tagson.     (The    Author's    Translation.) 

Crown  Bvo.,  7s.  6d. 

"The  historical  interest  of  the  book  is  quite  as  great  as  its  fictional  at- 
traction ;  nevertheless  it  is  even  as  a  novel  eminently  readable." — Scotsman. 

"  Not  only  interesting  as  a  story,  but  somewhat  instructive  and  valuable 
as  an  historical  narrative.  It  relates  some  of  the  principal  incidents  in  the 
life  of  Chritian  II.  of  Denmark  .  .  .  Contains  some  fine  elements  for  a 
tragedy  .  .  .  It  has  not  suffered  in  Henry  Tagson's  hands  .  .  .  The  author 
gives  us  a  very  pretty  and  sweet  picture  of  Dyveke,  and  there  is  little  or  no 
suggestion  of  evil  in  the  story." — Academy. 

THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  AN  UN- 
FORTUNATE AUTHOR.  Written  by  Himself.  Crown 
Bvo.,  7s.  6d. 

THE    HOUSE   OF   ACHENDAROCH  :    an   Old 

Maid's  Love  Story.     By  M.  Emily  Cameron.     Crown  8vo,, 
7s.  6d, 

AT  THE  ELEVENTH  HOUR:  a  Novel.  By 
AUSTYN  Graham.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

SIR     AUBYN'S     HOUSEHOLD.       By    Sigma. 

Author  of  "  Fan,"  "  Miles,"  etc.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

SOPHIA  :   a   Novel.     By   Jane    Ashton.     Crown 

8vo.,  price  7s.  6d. 

"  It  is  pleasantly  written,  and  in  some  parts  the  book  is  most  amusing. 
The  two  old  maids,  Miss  Hunt  and  Miss  Robinson,  are  capitally  drawn, 
indeed  most  of  the  characters  are  cleverly  sketched.  ...  If  Miss  Ashton 
intends  to  give  us  a  further  instalment  we  shall  look  forward  to  it  with  in- 
terest, and  hope  it  may  be  as  successful  as  the  present  charming  little  tale." 
—Joh^i  Pull. 

MILES  :  a  Town  Story.  By  the  author  of  ''  Fan." 
Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

"  May  be  com.mended  for  simplicity  of  style  and  soundness  of  thought." 
Academy. 

"A  clever  story,  which  others  than  the  young  may  read  with  pleasure." — 
Speciato?'. 

"The  style  is  fresh  and  simple,  there  is  no  lack  of  incident,  and  altogether 
'  Miles  '  is  a  wholesome  and  interesting  novel,  one  of  a  type  too  seldom  met 
with. " — Scots77ian. 

"A  sensible,  sober-minded  tale  of  manufacturing  life." — Guardian. 

"  Combines  admirable  teaching  with  an  interesting  story." — ^okn  Bull. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand. 
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THE   POPULAR  HOVELS,   AT  ALL  LI83ASIES 'l!i;,TflWN  AND 
COUNTRY. 

GAINST  HER  WILL.  By  Annie  L.  Walker, 
Author  of  "  A   Canadian  Heroine."     3  vols., 
6d. 

The  Spectator  says  :—"  Altogether  'Against  her  Will '  is  a  clever,  whole- 
some novel,  which  we  can  recommend  without  reservation." 

The  Stajidard  says  : — "  '  Against  her  Will '  is  a  very  powerful  novel,  and 
one  which  we  can  on  every  account  recommend  to  our  readers." 

The  Graphic  says  : — ' '  The  book  is  full  of  good  and  careful  work  from 
end  to  end,  and  very  much  above  the  average  level  of  merit." 

The  Scotsman  says  : — "  'Against  her  Will '  is  a  novel  of  sterling  merit." 

ALDEN  OF  ALDENHOLME.  By  George 
Smith.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

ALICE  GODOLPHIN  and  A  LITTLE  HEIRESS. 
By  Mary  Neville.     In  2  vols.,  21s. 

ALL  ROUND  THE  WORLD;  or,  What's  the 
Object  ?  By  Frank  Foster,  author  of  "  Number 
One  ;  or.  The  Way  of  the  World,"  etc.,  etc.  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

AS  THE  SHADOWS  FALL:  a  Novel.  By  J. 
Edward  Muddock,  author  of  "  A  Wingless 
Angel,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

ANNALS  of  the  TWENTY-NINTH  CENTURY  : 

or,  the  Autobiography  of  the  Tenth  President  of  the 
World- Republic.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  Here  is  a  work  in  certain  respects  one  of  the  most  singular  in  modern 
literature,  which  surpasses  all  cf  its  class  in  bold  and  luxuriant  imagination, 
in  vivid  descriptive  power,  in  startling — not  to  say  extravagant  suggestions 

— in  lofty  and  delicate  moral  sympathies We  have  read  his  work 

with  almost  equal  feelings  of  pleasure,  wonderment,  and  amusement, 
and  this,  we  think,  will  be  the  feelings  of  most  of  its  readers.  On  the 
whole,  it  is  a  book  of  remarkable  novelty,  and  unquestionable  genius." — 
No7iconform.ist. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co ,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand. 
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ARE  YOU  MY  WIFE?  By  Grace  Ramsay, 
author  of  "  Iza's  Story,"  "  A  Woman's  Trials,"  etc. 
3  vols.,  3  IS.  6d 


ARBARA'S    WARNING.     By  the  author  of 
"  Recommended  to  Mercy."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

BARONET'S  CROSS,  The.  By  Mary  Meeke, 
author  of  "  Marion's  Path  through  Shadow  to  Sun- 
shine."    2  vols.,  2 IS. 

BETWEEN  TWO  LOVES.  By  Robert  J.  Grif- 
fiths, LL.D.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  6. 

BITTER  to  SWEET  END.  ByE.  Hosken.  3  vols., 
3  IS.  6d. 

"  a  pleasant  taking  story,  full  of  interest,  and  entirely  unobjectionable." 
— Literary  Churchman. 

There  is  a  genuine  tone  of  humour  about  much  of  the  conversation,  and 
a  natural  bearing  about  the  heroine  which  give  very  pleasant  reading,  and 

a  good  deal  of  interest  and  amusement  to  the  book On  the  whole 

we  cannot  but  praise  ■  Bitter  to  Sweet  End."— /'iV^/zV  Opinion. 

BLUEBELL.  By  Mrs.  G.  C.  HUDDLESTON.  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

"Sparkling,   well-written,  spirited,  and  may  be  read  with  certainty  of 
amusement.  ' — Sutiday  Times. 

BRANDON  TOWER.     A  Story.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  Famihar  matter  of  to-day." 

BY-WAYS:  A  Novel.  By  Mary  W.  Paxton, 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 


ir^l HASTE  AS  ICE,  PURE  AS  SNOW.  By  Mrs. 
1^^  M.  C.  Despard.  3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d.  Second 
Edition. 

"  A  novel  of  something  more  than  ordinary  promise." — Graphic. 

CLAUDE  HAMBRO.     By  John  C.  Westwood. 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

COUSIN    DEBORAH'S    WHIM.     A   Novel;    By 

Mary  E.  Shipley,  author  of  "  Gabrielle  Vaughan," 

etc.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 
CRUEL  CONSTANCY.     By  Katharine  King, 

author  of  "  The  Queen  of  the  Regiment."     3  vols., 

3  IS.  6d. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand. 
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AYS  OF  HIS  VANITY,  The.    By  Sydney 
Gruxdy.    3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 
DESPERATE  CHARACTER,  A  :     A  Tale  of  the 
Gold  Fever.     By  W.  Thomson-Gregg.       3   vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

"A  novel  which  cannot  fail  to  interest." — Daily  News. 

D'EYNCOURTS  OF  FAIRLEIGH,  The.  By 
Thomas  Ro^vLAND  Skemp.    3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

DONE  IN  THE  DARK.  By  the  author  of  "Re- 
commended to  oNIercy."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

Dr.  MIDDLETON'S  DAUGHTER.  By  the  author 
of  "A  Desperate  Character."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

DULCIE.  By  LoiS  LUDLOW.  3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

LIOT  THE  YOUNGER  :  a  Fiction  in   Free- 
hand.    By  Bernard  Barker.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 


EYES    SO    BLUE:    a    Novel.     By   Agnes    Law. 


AIR,  BUT  NOT  FALSE.    By  Evelyn  Camp- 
bell.    3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

FAIR.    BUT    NOT    WISE.       By  Mrs.    FORREST- 

GRANT.       2  vols.,  213. 

FAIR   IN   THE   FEARLESS    OLD    FASHION. 
By  Charles  Farmlet.  2  vols.,  21s. 

FIRST  AND    LAST.      By    F.    Vernon-White. 

2  vols.,  2 IS. 

FOLLATON  PRIORY.     2  vols.,  21s. 

FRANK    ALLERTON  :    an    Autobiography.     By 

Augustus  Mongredien.    3  vols.,  315.  6d. 
FRANK  AMOR.     By  Jajabee.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
FROZEN    HEARTS.      By   G.   Webb   Appleton. 

3  V0I5.,  3 IS.  6d. 

ARDEN  AT  MONKHOLME,  The  :    3  vols., 
31s.  6d. 


GAUNT  ABBEY.  By  Elizabeth  J.  Lysaght, 
author  of  "  Building  upon  Sand,"  "  Nearer  and 
Dearer,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St..  Strand. 
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GEORGE  HERN  :  a  Novel.    By  Henry  Glemham, 

3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 
GERALD  BOYNE.  By  T.  W.  Eamfs.  3  vols.  31s.  6d. 
GILMORY.     By  Phcebe  Allen.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
GOLD  DUST.     A  Story.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
GOLDEN  MEMOIRS.  ByEFFiE  Leigh.  2  vols.,  21s. 
GRANTHAM  SECRETS.  By  Phoebe  M.  Feilden. 

3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
GRAYWORTH:    a    Story   of  Country   Life.      By 

Carey  Hazelwood.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
GREED'S    LABOUR    LOST.     By  the  Author  of 

"  Recommended  to  Mercy,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

|W|EIR    of    REDDESMONT,  The.      3    vols., 

HER  GOOD  NAME.     By  J.  Fortrey  Bouverie. 

3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 
HER  IDOL.    By  Maxwell  Hood.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
HILDA  AND  I.     By  Mrs.  Hartley.     2  vols.,  21s. 

"  An  interesting,  well-written,  and  natural  story." — Public  Opinion. 

HILLESDEN  ON  THE  MOORS.  By  Rosa  Mac- 
kenzie Kettle,  Author  of  the  Mistress  of  Lang- 
dale  Hall."     2  vols.,  2 IS. 

HIS  LITTLE  COUSIN.  By  Emma  Maria  Pear- 
son, Author  of  "  One  Love  in  a  Life."  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

HIS  SECOND  WIFE.  By  Mrs.  Eiloart,  Author 
of  "  Meg,"  "  Just  a  Woman."  "  Woman's  Wrong,"  etc. 
3  vols.  3 IS.  6d. 

HOUSE  OF  CLARISFORD,  The:  a  Novel.  By 
Frederick  Woodman.    3  vols.  31s.  6d. 

pBlN  BONDS,  BUT  FETTERLESS  :  a  Tale  of 
j^^l     Old  Ulster.     By  Richard  Cunninghame. 

2  vols.,  2 IS. 

IN  SECRET  PLACES.     By  Robert  J.  Griffiths, 

LL.D.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 
IN    SPITE   OF   FORTUNE.    By  Maurice  Gay 

5  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand. 
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IN  TROPIC  SEAS:  a  Tale  of  the   Spanish   Main. 
By  W.  Westall.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

IS    IT    FOR   EVER?     By  Kate    Mainwaring 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

ABEZ  EBSLEIGH,  M.P.     By  Mrs.  Eiloart, 
Author  of  "  The  Curate's  Discipline,"  "  Meg," 


"  Kate  Randal's  Bargain,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
JESSIE  OF  BOULOGNE.     By  the  Rev.  C.  GiLL- 
_  MOR,  M.A.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

ATE  BYRNE.     By  S.  Howard  Taylor.     2 

vols.,  2  IS. 


KATE  RANDAL'S  BARGAIN.  By  Mrs.  Eiloart, 
Author  of  "  The  Curate's  Discipline,"  "  Some  of 
Our  Girls,"  "  Meg,"  &c.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

KITTY'S  RIVAL.  By  Sydney  Mostyn,  Author 
of  "  The  Surgeon's  Secret,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

ffflADY    LOUISE.      By   Kathleen    Isabelle 

\i!^\     Clarges.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

LADY'S  HOLM.     By  Annie  L.  Walker,  author 

of  "  Against  Her  Will,"  "  A  Canadian  Heroine,"  &c.     3  vols. 
3 IS.  6d. 
LASCARE  :  a  Tale.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

LAST  OF  THE  HADDONS,  The.  By  Mrs.  New- 
man, Author  of  "  Too  Late,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

LAWRENCE  LOFTEWALDE.  By  Arthur 
Hamilton.    3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

LIFE  OUT  OF  DEATH  :  a  Romance.  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

LITTLE  LOO,  The  :  a  Story  of  the  South  Sea. 
By  Sidney  Mostyn.  Author  of  "  Kitty's  Rival,"  "  The 
Surgeon's  Secret,"  &c.     3  vols.  31s.  6d. 

LLANTHONY  COCKLEWIG:  an  Autobiographi- 
cal Sketch  of  His  Life  and  Adventures.  By  the 
Rev.  Stephen  Shepherd  Maguth,  LL.B.,  Can- 
tab.    3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

LORD  CASTLETON'S  WARD.  By  Mrs.  B.  R. 
Green.    3  vols.,  31s.  66. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand, 
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LOVE  LOST,  BUT  HONOUR  WON.  By  Theo- 
dore Russell  Monro,  Author  of  ''  The  Vande- 
leurs  of  Red  Tor,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

LOVE  THAT  LIVED,  The.  By  Mrs.  Etloart, 
Author  of  "The  Curate's  Discipline,"  "Just  a 
Woman,"  "Woman's  Wronsr,"  &;c.     3  vols.,  31s.  66. 

"  Three  volumes  which  most  people  will  prefer  not  to  leave  till  they  have 
read  the  last  page  of  the  third  volume." — Pa/I  Mall  Gazette. 

"  One  of  the  most  thoroughly  wholesome  novels  we  have  read  for  some 
time." — Scotsman. 

ADAME.    By  Frank  Lee  Benedict,  Author 
of  "  St.  Simon's  Niece,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  66. 
MAGIC  OF  LOVE,  The.  By  Mrs.  Forrest-Grant, 
Author  of  "  Fair,  but  not  Wise."     3  vols.,  31s.  66. 

"A  very  amusing  novel." — Scotsman. 

MAID  ELLICE.  By  Theo.  Gift.  Author  of 
"  Pretty  Miss  Bellew,"  &c.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

MAR'S  WHITE  WITCH.  By  Gertrude  Doug- 
las, Author  of  "  Brown  as  a  Berry,"  etc.  3  vols., 
31S.  66. 

"A  thoroughly  good  novel,  which  we  can  cordially  recommend  to  our 
readers.  .  .  We  should  not  have  grudged  alittle  extra  length  rothestciy; 
...  for  '  Mar's  White  Witch  '  is  one  of  those  rare  novels  in  which  it  is  a  cause 
of  regret,  rather  than  of  satisfaction,  to  arrive  at  the  end  of  the  third  volume."' 
—John  Btdl. 

MASTER    OF    RIVERSWOOD,    The.     By    Mrs. 

Arthur  Lewis.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
MART  AND  MANSION  :  a  Tale  of  Struggle  and 

Rest.     By  Philip  Massinger.     3  vols.,  3 is.  66. 
MARY     GRAINGER:     A     Story.     By    George 

MR.  VAUGHAN'S  HEIR.     By  Frank  Lee  Bene- 
dict, Author  of  "  Miss  Dorothy's   Charge,"  etc.,  3 
vols.,  3 IS.  66. 
"IaME'S  worth,   a.     By  Mrs.  M.  Allen.     2 

vols.,  2  is. 

NEARER    AND    DEARER.     By   Elizabeth    J. 

Lysaght,     Author     of    "  Building    upon     Sand." 

3  vols.,  3 is.  66. 
NO  FATHERLAND.    By  Madame  Von  Oppen. 

2  vols.,  2 is. 
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NLY    SEA    AND    SKY.      By    Elizabeth 

HiNDLEY.      2  vols.,  2 IS. 

OVER  THE  FURZE.  By  Rosa  M.  Kettle, 
Author  of  the  "  Mistress  of  Langdale  Hall,"  etc.  3 
vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

ENE LOPE'S    WEB:    a    Story.      By     Louis 
With  RED.    3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

PERCY    LOCKHART.      By  F.  W.  Baxter.      2 

vols.,  2IS. 


rS|  ECTOR    OF    OXBURY,   The:    a   Novel.     3 
ffl     vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

"Tnis  is  a  very  good  novel,  written  throughout  in  a  generous  catholic 
spirit  .  .  .  The  book  is  full  of  kindly  humour,  and  we  heartily  recommend 
it  to  our  readers." — Standard. 

"  No  doubt  the  real  hero  of  this  history  is  not  the  Rector,  but  the  Dis- 
senting minister,  whose  sufferings  at  the  hand  of  his  congregation  are  so 
graphically  depicted.  .  .  .  The  change  which  comes  over  poor  Pliilip 
Holland's  feelings.  ...  is  drawn  with  considerable  power  and  dramatic 
skmr—yo/in  Bu/L 

RAVENSDALE.     By  Robert  Thynne,  author  of 
"  Tom  Delany."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

RIDING  OUT  THE  GALE.  By  Annette  Lyster. 
3  vols.,  3  IS.  6d. 

"The  tale  is  full  of  stirring  incident,  and  one  or  two  of  the  character 
creations — notably  Singleton's  sister  Hadee — are  finely  conceived  and 
artistically  developed." — Scotsman. 

RING  OF  PEARLS,  The;    or,  His  at  Last.     By 
Jerrold  Quick.    2  vols.,  21s. 

RIVERSDALE    COURT.       By    Mrs.    Forrest 

Gr.\nt,  author  of  "  Fair,  but  not  Wise,"  &c.   3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
RUPERT  REDMOND.     A  Tale  of   England,  Ire- 
land, and  America.     By  Walter  Sims  South- 
well.    3  vols.,  31S.  6d. 

i^:AINT  SIMON'S  NIECE.      By  Frank   Ltt 
1^1     Benedict,  author  of"  Miss  Dorothy's  Charge." 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

From  the  Spectator.  July  24th  :—"  A  new  and  powerful  novelist  has 
arisen.  .  .  .  We  rejoice  to  recognize  a  new  novelist  of  real  genius,  who 
knows  and  depicts  powerfully  some  of  the  most  striking  and  overmastering 
passions  of  the  human  heart.  .  .  .  It  is  seldom  that  we  rise  from  the  perusal 
of  a  story  with  the  sense  of  excitement  which  Mr.  Benedict  has  produced." 
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SALTHURST  :  a  Novel.  By  Mrs.  Arthur  Lewis, 
author  of  "The  Master  of  Riverswood."  3  vols., 
31S.  6d. 

SEARCH  FOR  A  HEART,  The  :  a  Novel.  By 
John  Alexander.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

SECRET  OF  TWO  HOUSES,  The.  By  Fanny 
Fisher.    2  vols.,  21s. 

SEDGEBOROUGH  WORLD,  The.  By  A.  Fare- 
brother.      2  vols.,  2  IS. 

SELF-UNITED.  By  Mrs.  HiCKES  Bryant.  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

SHADOW  OF  ERKSDALE,  The.  By  Bourton 
Marshall.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

SHE  REIGNS  ALONE  :  a  Novel.  By  Beatrice 
YORKE.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

SHINGLEBOROUGH  SOCIETY.     3  vols.  31s.  6d. 

SIEGE  OF  VIENNA,  The:  a  Novel.  By  Caroline 
PiCHLER.     (From  the  German.)     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

SIR  MARMADUKE  LORTON.  By  the  Hon.  A. 
S.  G.  Canning.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

SOME  OF  OUR  GIRLS.  By  Mrs.  EiLOART,  author 
of  "  The  Curate's  Discipline,"  "  The  Love  that 
Lived,"  "  Meg,"  etc.,  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  A  book  that  should  be  read." — Athenceum. 

SONS  OF  DIVES.     2  vols.,  21s. 
SQUIRE      HARRINGTON'S      SECRET.         By 
George  W.  Garrett.     2  vols.,  21s. 

STRANDED,  BUT  NOT  LOST.  By  Dorothy 
Bromyard.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

ATIANA  ;  or,  the  Conspiracy.     A  Tale  of  St- 
Petersburg.     By  Prince  JOSEPH  LUBOMIRSKI 
3  vols.,  31S.  6d. 

"  The  Story  is  painfully  interesting." — Sfatidard. 

THEY  WERE 'neighbours.  A  Novel.  By 
Laindon  Hill.    31.  6d. 

THORNTONS  OF  THORNBURY,  The.  By 
Mrs.  Henry  Lowther  Chermside.  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 
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THRO'  THE  SHADOW.     2  vols.,  21s. 

TIMOTHY  CRIPPLE;  or,  "Life's  a  Feast."  By 
Thomas  Auriol  Robixsox.    2  vols.,  21s. 

TOO  FAIR  TO  GO  FREE.     By  Henry  Kay  Wil 

LOUGHBY.     ^  vols.,  3IS.6d.      , 

TOO  LIGHTLY  BROKEN.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  A  very  pleasing  story  .  .   .   .   very  prettily  told." — Morning  Post. 

TOM  DELANY.  By  Robert  Thynne,  author  ot 
"  Ravensdale."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  A  very  bright,  healthy,  simply-told  story." — Standard. 
"  There  is  not  a  dull  page  in  the  book." — Scotsmari. 

TOWER  HALLOWDEANE.     2  vols.,  21s. 
TOXIE  :  a  Tale.      3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

TRUST,  The  ;  an  Autobiography.  By  Jean  LE 
Peur.     3  vols.,  3 is.  6d. 

To  write  a  purely  domestic  tale  which  is  so  far  from  dull  is  a  considerable 

achievement Each  of  the  characters  has  a  strongly-marked  nature 

of  his  or  her  own  ....   Becky  Wilson  is  a  fine  portrait  which  must  clearly 
be  from  life.     But  the  book  should  be  read." — AihencBum. 

TRUE  WOMEN.  By  Katharine  Stuart.  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

"This  novel  is  strong  where  so  many  are  weak.  .  .  .  We  know  of  no 
book  in  which  the  act  of  courtship  is  made  so  pretty  and  poetical,  or  in 
which  the  tenderest  sentiment  is  so  absolutely  free  from  mawkishness." — 
Standard, 

'TWIXT  CUP  AND  LIP.  By  Mary  Lovett- 
Cameron.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

'TWIXT  HAMMER  AND  ANVIL.  By  Frank 
Lee  Benedict,  author  of  "  St.  Simon's  Niece," 
"  Miss  Dorothy's  Charge,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

'TWIXT  WIFE  AND  FATHERLAND.     2  vols. 

2  IS. 

"  It  is  some  one  who  has  caught  her  (Baroness  Tautphoeus")  gift  of  telling 
a  charming  story  in  the  boldest  manner,  and  of  forcing  us  to  take  an  interest 
in  her  characters,  which  writers,  far  better  from  a  literary  point  of  view,  can 
never  approach." — Athenceum. 

TWO  STRIDES  OF  DESTINY.  By  S.  Brookes 
BUCKLEE.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
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NDER  PRESSURE.     By  T.  E.  Pemberton, 

2  vols.,  2  IS. 


ERY  OLD    QUESTION,    A:    a  Novel.      By 
T.  Edgar  Pemberton,  Author  of  "  Under 
Pressure,"  &c.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  For  'tis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove, 
Whether  love  lead  fortune  or  else  fortune  love." — Hamlet. 


AGES  :  a  Story.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 


WANDERING  FIRES.  By  Mrs.  M.  C.  Despard, 
author  of"  Chaste  as  Ice,"  &c.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

WEIMAR'S  TRUST.  By  Mrs.  Edward  Christian. 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

WHAT  OLD  FATHER  THAMES  SAID.  By 
CouTTS  Nelson.    3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

WIDOW  UNMASKED,  The;  or,  the  Firebrand 
in  the  Family.  By  FLORA  F.  Wylde.  3  vols., 
3is.6d. 

WILL  IS  THE  CAUSE  OF  WOE  ;  a  Novel.  By 
the  author  of  "  Dacia  Singleton,"  "What  Money  Can't  Do," 
"A  Winter  Tour  in  Spain,"  &c.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

WILL  SHE  BEAR  IT  .?  A  Tale  of  the  Weald. 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

This  is  a  clever  story,  easily  and  naturally  told,  and  the  reader's 
interest  sustained  throughout.  .  .  .  A  pleasant,  readable  book,  such  as 
we  can  heartily  recommend. " — Spectator. 

WOMAN  TO  BE  WON,  A.  An  Anglo-Indian 
Sketch.     By  Athene  Brama.    2  vols,  21s. 

"  She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  wooed  ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won." 

— Titus  Andronicus,  Actii.,  Sc.  i. 
"  A   welcome  addition    to    the     literature     connected    with    the    most 
picturesque  of  our  dependencies." — Afhenceum. 

"As  a  tale  of  adventure  "  A  "U'oman  to  be  Won  "  is  entitled  to  decided 
commendation. " — Gj-aphic. 

"  A  more  familiar  sketch  of  station  life  in  India  .     .     .     .  has  never  been 
written.    .     .     ." — Nonconformist. 
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POPULAR    NEW    NOVELS,    &c.. 

EACH  COMPLETE  IN  ONE  VOLUME. 

DAM  AND  EVE'S  COURTSHIP;  or  how  to 

Write  a  Novel.     By  Jay  Wye.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

ADVENTURES  OF   MICK   CALLIGHIN,  M.P., 

The.  a  Story  of  Home  Rule;  THE  DE  BURGHOS,  a 
Romance.  By  W.  R.  Ancketill.  In  one  Volume,  with 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

AS  THE  FATES   WOULD    HAVE  IT.      By  G. 

Beresford  Fitzgerald.     Crown  8vo.,  los.  6d. 

AT   THE    ELEVENTH    HOUR:    a    Story.      By 
AUSTVN  Graham.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

f^iARON  OF  EPPENFELD,  The:  a  Romance, 
Pl.^ll     with  Verses.    By  JOHN  J.  Haydex.    Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

BORN  TO  BE  A  LADY.     By  Katherine  Hen- 
derson.    Crown  8vo.,  price  7s.  6d. 

BREAD   UPON    THE  WATERS:    a  Novel.     By 
Marie  J.  Hyde.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

BRIDE  OF  ROERVIG,  The.      By  W.  Bergsoe. 

Translated  from  the  Danish  by  Nina  Francis.  Crown  8vo., 
7s.  6d. 

"  A  charmingly  fresh  and  simple  tale,  which  was  well  worth  translating, 
and  has  been  translated  well." — Atheficeum. 

"  There  is  a  strong  human  interest  throughout  the  storj',  and  it  abounds 
with  htrle  snatches  of  description,  which  are  full  of  poetic  grace  and  charm. 
.  .  .  The  translator  has  been  most  successful  in  preserving  the  spirit  and 
genuine  Norse  flavour  of  the  original." — Scotsman. 

BRITISH      SUBALTERN,     The.       By    an    Ex- 
Subaltern.     One  vol.,  7s.  6d. 

BURIED  PAST,  The  :  a  Novel.      Crown  8vo,  price 

7s.  6d. 

"  In  the  short  space  at  our  command  it  is  impossible  to  do  this  volume 
justice.  It  is  a  pleasant  change  from  the  highly-coloured  sensationalism  of 
the  present  day,  and  we  can  faithfully  pronounce  it  the  best  novel  we  have 
read  for  some  time." — Civil  Service  Gazette. 

BUILDING   UPON   SAND.       By   Elizabeth  J. 

Lysaght.     Crown  8vo.,  ids.  6d. 
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BROAD    OUTLINES    OF    LONG    YEARS    IN 
AUSTRALIA,     By  Mrs.  Henry  Jones,  of  Binnum  Binnum» 
Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
"  Gives  a  very  pleasant  picture  of  life  in  the  Australian  bush.  .   .   .  We 

recommend  the  volume  to  intending  emigrants,   not  only  as  containing 

plenty  of  practical  advice,  but  as  likely  to  give  them  cheerful  anticipations. 

of   the  life   before    them,   when  its   first  inevitable  roughness  is  over." — 

John  Bull. 

HRISTIERN  THE  WICKED  :  an  Historical 

Tale.     By  H.  S.  Tagson.    (The  Author's  Translation.) 


Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

CINDERELLA  :  a   new  version  of  an  old    Story. 

Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

CLARA  PONSONBY  :  a  Novel.     By  ROBERT  Bev- 
ERIDGE.     I  vol.  crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

CLEWBEND,  The.     By  Moy  Ella.     Crown  8vo., 

7s.  6d. 
COOMB  DESERT.     By  G.  W.  FiTZ.     Crown  8vo., 

7s.  6d. 
CORALIA  ;  a  Plaint  of  Futurity.    By  the  Author  of 

"  Pyrna."     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

HaISY  and  the  earl.      By  CONSTANCE 
WA      Howell.     Crown  8vo.  7s.  6d. 


"A  cleverly  and  thoughtfully-written  book,  in  which  a  subject  com- 
paratively new  is  handled  with  much  knowledge  of  human  nature,  and  with 
real  grace  of  manner,  is  '  Daisy  and  the  Earl.'  ....  A  very  enjoyable 
volume. " — Scotsma?i. 

DISCORD,  A  :  a  Story.      By  Aleth  Willeson. 

I  vol.,  crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

"Something  more  than  ordinary  praise  is  due  to  a  story  which  has  a 
leading  idea  of  its  own,  and  works  it  out  steadily,  yet  without  wearying  the 

reader  with  excessive  iteration  or  exaggeration '  A  Discord  '  reminds 

us  of  some  of  Miss  Sewell's  best  works.  We  should  almost  be  disposed  ta 
give  it  the  preference,  on  the  ground  that  the  human  interest  is  broader. 
Sometimes  we  see  traces  of  another  and  well-known  influence.  Mr.  Price 
is  a  person  not  unworthy  of  the  gallery  of  portraits  which  George  Eliot  has 
given  tons." — Spectator. 

DISINTERRED.      From   the  Boke  of  a  Monk  of 
Carden  Abbey.     By  T.  ESMONDE.  .  Crown  Bvo,  7s.  6d. 

ARL  OF   EFFINGHAM,   The.     By  Lalla 

M'Dowell,  Author  of   "  How    we    learned    to    Help 


Our  5elves,"     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

EMERGING  FROM  THE  CHRYSALIS.     By  J. 

F.  Nicholls.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
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AIR  MAID  OF  TAUNTON,  The  :  a  Tale  of 
the  Siege.  By  Elizabeth  M.  Alford.  Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
FERNVALE:    Some    Pages   of  Elsie's   Life.      By 

Harry  Buchanan.    Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 
FLORENCE  ;  or  Loyal  Quand  Meme.    By  FRANCES 
Armstrong.     Crown  8vo,  5s.,  cloth.     Post  free. 
"A  very  charming  love  story,  eminently  pure  and  lady-like  in  tone." — 
Civil  Service  Review. 

FOR  TWO  YEARS.    By  Vectis.  Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 
FRIEDExMANN    BACH  ;   or,   the   Fortunes  of  an 

Idealist.     Adapted  from  the  German  of  A.  E.  Brachvogel. 

By  the  Rev.  J.  Walker,  B.C.L.   Dedicated,  with  permission, 

to  H.R.H.  the  Princess  Christian  of  Schleswig-Hol- 

STEIN.     I  vol.,  crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

FROM  A  BED  OF  ROSES.     By  Cuthbert  Hope. 

Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

REGORS,  The  :  a  Cornish   Story.      By  Jane 
H.  Spettigue.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

I ARRINGTON  ;  or,  the  Exiled  Royalist  :  a  tale 
of   the    Hague.      By  Frederick  Spencer    Bird. 
Crown  Svo.,  price  7s.  6d. 

HOUSE  OF  ACHENDAROCH,  The  :  or,  an  Old 

Maid's  Love-Story.     By  M.  Emily  Cameron.     Crown  Svo., 

7s.  6d. 

INSIDIOUS  THIEF,  The:  a  Tale  for  Humble 
Folks.      By    One    of    Themselves.      Crown   Svo,    5s. 
Second  Edition. 
IN  TROPIC  SEAS  :  a  Tale  of  the  Spanish  Main. 

By  W.  Westall.     Author  of  "  Tales  and  Legends  of  Saxony 

and  Lusatia."     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 
IN  THE  SPRING  OF  MY  LIFE  :  a  Love  Story. 

By  the  Princess  Olga  Cantacuzexe.     Translated  from  the 

French   by    Madame    Klaus,    with    the    author's    approvaL 

Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 
INTRICATE    PATHS.      By  C.  L.  J.  S.      Crown 

Svo,  7s.  6d. 

SllOHN    FENN'S    WIFE.     By   Marla    Lewis. 

^ftfl|     Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

ADY     BLANCHE,    The.     By  Harold  St. 
Clair.     Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 
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LALAGE.     By  Augusta  Chambers.     Crown  8vo, 

7s.  6d. 

LEAVES  FROM  AN  OLD  PORTFOLIO.  By 

Eliza  Mary  Barron.    Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

LITTLE  ALPINE  FOX-DOG,  The:  a  Love 
Story.     By  CECIL  Clarke.     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

LILIAN.    By  G.  Beresford  Fitz  Gerald,  author 

of  "  As  the  Fates  Would  Have  It."     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  AN  UNFORTU- 
NATE AUTHOR,  The.  Written  by  Himself.  Crown  Svo. 
7s.  6d. 

LOVED  AND  UNLOVED  :  a  Story.  By  Harriet 
Davis.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

LOVE  THE  LEVELLER:  a  Tale.  Crown  Svo, 
7s.  6d. 

ARGARET  MORTIMER'S  SECOND  HUS- 
BAND.    By  Mrs.  HiLLS.     i  vol.,  7s.  6d. 


MARJORY'S  FAITH.    By  Florence  Harding. 

Crown  Svo,  7  s.  6d. 

MARRIED  FOR  MONEY,     i  vol.,  los.  6d. 
MARTIN  LAWS  :   a  Story.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

MAUD  LEATHWAITE :  an  Autobiography.  By 
Beatrice  A.  Jourdan,  author  of  "  The  Journal  of  a  Waiting 
Gentlewoman."     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

MERRY  AND    GRAVE.     By   Peter   Athelby. 

Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

MILES  :  a  Town  Story.  By  SiGMA.  Author  of 
"  Fan."     Crown  Svo,,  3s.  6d. 

MISTRESS    OF    LANGDALE    HALL,  The  :  a 

Romance  of  the  West  Riding.  By  RoSA  MACKENZIE 
Kettle.  Complete  in  one  handsome  volume,  with  Frontis- 
piece and  Vignette  by  Percival  Skelton.     4s.,  post  free. 

"The  story  is  interesting  and  very  pleasantly  written,  and  for  the  sake  of 
TDOth  author  and  publisher,  we  cordially  wish  it  the  reception  it  deserves." 
— Saturday  Review. 
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MUSICAL       TALES,       PHANTASMS,       AND 

SKETCHES.     From  the  German  of  Elise  POLKO.     By  M. 
Prime    Maudslay.      Dedicated    (with    permission)    to    Sir 
Juhus  Benedict.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
Also  Second  Series  of  the  above,  uniform  in  size  and  price. 

EGLECTED  ;   a   Story  of  Nursery  Education 
Forty  Years  Ago.      By    Miss  JULIA  LUARD.     Crown 
.'o.,  5s.,  cloth. 

NEW-FASHIONED    TORY,     A.        By     "West 

Somerset.."     i  vol.,  crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
NORTOXDALE  CASTLE,     i  vol.,  7s.  6d.     . 
NOT  TO  BE  BROKEN.     By  W.  A.  Chandler. 

Crown  8vo.,  los.  6d. 

NE  FOR  ANOTHER.    By  Emma  C.  Wait. 

Crown  Bvo.,  7s.  6d. 

UTTYPUrS  PROTEGEE;  or  Road,  Rail,  and 
River.  A  Story  in  Three  Books.  By  Henry  George 
Churchill.  Crown  Bvo.,  (uniform  with  "The  Mis- 
tress of  Langdale  Hall"),  with  14  illustrations  by  Wallis 
Mackay.     Post  free,  4s.     Second  edition.  • 

"  It  is  a  lengthened  and  diversified  farce,  full  of  screaming  fun  and  comic 
delineation — a  reflection  of  Dickens,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  and  Mr.  Boucicault, 
and  dealing  with  various  descriptions  of  social  life.  We  have  read  and 
laughed,  pooh-poohed,  and  read  again,  ashamed  of  our  interest,  but  our 
interest  has  been  too  strong  for  our  shame.  Readers  may  do  worse  than 
surrender  themselves  to  its  melo-dramatic  enjoyment.  From  title-page  to 
colophon,  only  Dominie  Sampson's  epithet  can  describe  it — it  is  'pro- 
digious.' " — British  Quarterly  Review. 

EAL   AND  UNREAL :  Tales  of  Both  Kirds. 
By  Harriet  Olivia  Boddington.  Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

REIGN  OF  ROSAS,  The,  or  South  American 
Sketches.     By  E.  C.  Fernau.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

REGENT  ROSALIND  :  a  Story.  By  the  author  of 
"  Workaday  Briars,"  &c.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

RENRUTH.     By  Henry  Turner.     Crown  8vo., 

7s.  6d. 
ROSE  AND  JOSEPHINE  :  a  Story  translated  from 

the  French  by  EDITH  H.  Owen.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
ROSIE  AND    HUGH  ;  or.  Lost  and  Found.     By 

Helen  C.  Nash,     i  vol.,  crown  8vo.,  6s. 

|ACRIFICETOHONOUR,A.  ByMrs.HENRY 
Lyttelton  Rogers.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
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ST.  NICHOLAS'  EVE,  and  other  Tales.  By  MARY 
C.  RowSELL.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

SIBYLLE'S  STORY.  By  Octave  Feuillet. 
Translated  by  Margaret  Watson.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

SIR     AUBYN'S     HOUSEHOLD.       By    Sigma. 

Author  of  "  Fan."     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

SKYWARD    AND   EARTHWARD  :  a  Tale.     By 

Arthur  Penrice.     i  vol.    Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

SOPHIA  :  a  Novel.  By  Jane  Ashton.  Crown 
Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

SO  SINKS  THE  DAY  STAR:  The  Story  of  Two 
Lovings  and  a  Liking.  By  James  Keith.  Crown  Svo., 
7s.  6d. 

SPOILT  LIVES.     By  Mrs.  Raper.    Cr.  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

STANLEY   MEREDITH  :    a  Tale   by  "  Sabina," 

Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

STAR  OF  HOPE,  The,  and  other  Tales.  By  Vic- 
toria Stewart.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

STILL  UNSURE.    By  C.  Vane,   Author  of  "Sweet 

Bells  Jangled."     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

SWEET  IDOLATRY.  By  Miss  Anstruther. 
Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

SURGEON'S  SECRET,  The.     By  Sydney   Mos- 

TYN,  Author  of  "  Kitty's  Rival,"  etc.     Crown  Svo.,  los.  6d. 
"A  most  exciting  novel — the  best  on  our  list.     It  may  be  fairly  recom- 
mended as  a  very  extraordinary  book." — yohn  Bull. 

SUSSEX  IDYL,   A.      By    Clementina    Black. 

Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

HROUGH  HARDSHIPS  TO  LORDSHIPS. 

By  Flora  Eaton.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

TEN  TIMES  PAID  :  a  Story  of  the  South.  By 
Bruton  Blosse.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

TIM'S    CHARGE.     By  Amy   Campbell,     i  vol., 

Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 
TOUCH  NOT  THE  NETTLE  :  a  Story.    By  Alec 
Fearon.     Crown  Svo.  "s.  6d. 

TRUE  STORY  OF  HUGH  NOBLE^S  FLIGHT 

The.     By  the  Authoress  of"  What  Her  Face  Said."     los.  6d. 
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NTO    WHICH    SHE    WAS    NOT     BORN. 

By  Ellen  Gadesden.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

A  trouble  weighed  upon  her  and  perplexed  her  night  and  morn, 
With  the  burthen  of  an  honour  unto  which  she  was  not  born." 

Tennyson. 

AGABOND     CHARLIE.     By    "Vagabond." 

I  vol.  crown  8vo,,  7s,  6d. 
VANDELEURS  OF  RED  TOR,  The.     A  Tale  of 
South  Devon.  By  Theodore  Russell  Monro.   Crown  8vo., 
7s.  6d. 

VANESSA  FAIRE.    By  George  Joseph.    Crown 

Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

EBS  OF  LOVE.     (I.   A  Lawyer's  Device.     II. 
Sancta  Simplicitas.)     By  G.  E.  H.     i  vol.,  Crown  Svo., 


los.  6d. 

WHO  CAN  TELL  ?     By  Mere  Hazard.     Crown 

Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

WIDOW  OF  WINDSOR,  A.  By  Annie  Gaskell. 

Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

W^OMAN  THAT  SHALL  BE  PRAISED,  The: 
a  Novel.  By  Hilda  Reay.  i  vol.,  Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 
"Decidedly  well  written,  attractive,  and  readable.  .  .  .  The  characters 
stand  out  as  if  they  had  been  pondered  over  and  worked  at;  the  circum- 
stances are  fresh  and  natural  ;  the  style  is  pure,  and  the  thoughts  refined." 
— AiliencBUjn. 

"Besides  the  heroine  there  is  another  '  woman  that  shall  be  praised,* 
viz.,  the  authoress.  Praised  for  writing  in  English,  for  some  passages  of 
poetry,  for  some  even  of  slang,  for  her  boldness  and  tenderness  of  expression, 
and,  above  all,  for  writing  a  religious  novel  without  shocking  us  with  pious 
utterances." — Public  Optmon. 

WOMAN'S  AMBITION.    By  M.  L.  Lyons,     i  vol., 

7s.  6d. 

OUTSIDE    FOOLS ;    or,   Glimpses  Inside 
the   Stock  Exchange.     By  Erasmus  Pinto,  Broker. 

Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

"  Written  in  a  clever,  cynical,  and  incisive  style,  and  thoroughly  exposes 
the  '  rigs  '  and  tricks  of  the  Stock  Exchange.  One  advantage  of  a  perusal 
will  be  that  those  who  allow  themselves  to  be  plundered  will  do  so  quite 
consciously.  The  volume  as  a  whole  is  extremely  interesting." — Public 
OpinioJi. 

YE  VAMPYRES!  A  Legend  of  the  National 
Betting  Ring,  showing  what  became  of  it.  By  the  SPECTRE. 
In  striking  Illustrated  Cover,  price  2s.,  post  free, 

YOUTH  OF  THE  PERIOD,  The.  By  J.  F.  Shaw 
Kennedy,  Esq.,  late  79th  Highlanders.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
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BOOKS    OF   TRAVEL,    &c. 

WO  YEARS  OF  THE   EASTERN  QUES- 
TION.    By  A.    Gallenga  (of  the   Times),   author  of 
"  Italy  Revisited,"  "  Country  Life  in  Piedmont,"  "  The 
Invasion  of  Denmark,"  etc.    2  vols.,  8vo.,  price  30s. 

The  Times  says  : — "A  more  thorough  exposure  of  the  rottenness  of  the 
Turkish  System  was  never  penned  ;  and  Mr.  Freeman  and  Mr.  Gladstone 
must  rejoice  when  they  peruse  page  after  page  which,  to  use  a  famihar  ex- 
pression, does  not  leave  on  the  Turks  '  the  face  of  a  dog.' But  Mr, 

Gallenga  did  not  visit  Constantinople  to  quarrel,  but  to  observe  the  various 
phases  of  the  Eastern  Question  as  it  passed  from  diplomatic  remonstrances 
to  provincial  outbreaks,  to  Bulgarian  atrocities,  to  the  Servian  war,  to  the 
Armistice,  to  the  Conference,  to  renewed  Protocols,  and  at  last  to  this  war 

between  Russia  and  Turkey Extraordinary  opportunities  fell  into 

Mr.  Gallenga's  way,  and  in  these  very  interesting  volumes  he  has  availed 
himself  of  them  to  the  full." 

The  Observer  says  : — "The  great  merit  of  these  two  interesting  volumes 
is  that  they  present  the  grave  considered  judgment  of  an  intelligent,  thought- 
ful observer  on  the  internal  condition  of  Turkey.  .  .  For  anyone  who  would  , 
really  know  the  social  forces  now  at  work  within  the  Turkish  Empire,  and 
who  would  aspire  to  make  any  intelligent  forecast  as  to  its  future  fate, 
these  volumes  are  invaluable  guides.  .  .  .  The  book  is  at  once  fascinating 
and  amusing,  and  in  many  ways  the  best  recent  contribution  to  the  literature 
of  the  Eastern  Question." 

The  Saturday  Review  says  : — "  Mr.  Gallenga's  reminiscences  of  the  East 
are  both  agreeable  and  instructive.  Notwithstanding  his  long  practice  as 
an  English  writer,  it  is  surprising  that  a  foreigner  should  have  acquired  the 
command  of  style  and  literary  skill  which  are  displayed  in  his  present  work 
as  in  many  former  publications." 

The  Graphic  says  : — "  Mr.  Gallenga's  letters  are  most  interesting  in 
every  way — bright  with  the  genuine  freshness  of  a  correspondent  who  finds 
himself  on  (to  him)  new  ground,  and  enjoys  as  much  as  any  of  his  readers  a 
moonlight  ride  round  Stambcul,  b  visit  to  the  fields  of  Troy,  a  sight  of  the 
Sultan  opening  his  Parliament;  valuable  for  descriptions,  by  a  trained 
observer,  of  scenes  and  Institutions  which  fell  beneath  his  eye,  and  specu- 
lations, by  a  well  informed  politician,  on  the  scruples  and  suspicions  which 
have  ended  in  keeping  Europe  impotent  while   Russia   and    Turkev   are 

closing  hand  to  hand Two  volumes,  altogether,  which  bid  fair  to 

acquire  permanent  value  as  graphic  records  taken  on  the  spot  of  some  of 
the  most  dramatic  incidents  in  history." 

The  Academy  says  : — "  Mr.  Gallenga  has  given  a  detailed  account  of  the 
circumstances  which  led  to  the  present  war,  beginning  from  the  commence- 
of  the  insurrection  in  the  Herzegovina.  As  he  resided  in  Constantinople 
during  the  whole  of  this  period,  and  had  special  facilities  for  obtaining  in- 
formation as  the  correspondent  of  the  Tivies  newspaper,  his  narrative  is  of 
great  value.  He  went  there  with  an  unprejudiced  mind,  having,  in  fact, 
given  but  little  attention  to  the  subject  until  that  time.  .  .  .  Mr.  Gallenga  also 
initiates  us  into  most  of  the  questions  relating  to  Turkey,  on  which  the 
reader  desires  an  unbiassed  opinion — the  good  and  bad  of  the  character  of 
the  Turks  themselves,  their  finances,  their  reforms,  their  relation  to  the 
subject  races,  and  the  principal  influences  that  are  at  work  among  them.  .  . 
But  the  interest  of  his  narrative  culminates  in  that  group  of  events  which  are 
exciting  enough  for  any  work  of  fiction." 
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ITALY  REVISITED.    By  A.  Gallenga.    Author 

of  "  Italy,  Past  and  Present,"   "  Country  Life  in  Piedmont," 

etc.      2  vols.,  demy  8vo.,  30s.    Second  Edition. 

Times,  Nov.  11,  1875. — "Mr.  Gallenga's  new  volumes  on  Italy  will  be 
welcome  to  those  who  care  for  an  unprejudiced  account  of  the  prospects  and. 
present  condition  of  the  country.  .  ,  .In  noticing  Mr.  Gallenga's  most 
interesting  volumes,  we  have  been  obliged  to  contine  ourselves  chiefly  to 
topics  of  grave  and  national  importance,  and  we  wish  we  could  also  have 
done  justice  to  his  impressions  of  the  Italy  he  revisited  as  seen  in  its  lighter 
and  social  aspects." 

Spectator,  Nov.  20,  1875. — "The  two  volumes  abound  in  interesting 
matter,  with  vivid  sketches  of  places  and  persons, — Florence  for  instance, — 
Garibaldi  and  Mazzini.  The  personal  reminiscences,  too,  of  the  author's 
bloodless  campaign  with  Prince  Napoleon  in  1859  are  notably  interesting." 

Observer,  Nov.  7,  1875. — "  Facile pri?iceps  in  the  ranks  of  those  who 
have  laboured,  through  the  influential  channel  of  journalism,  to  arouse  the 
sympathies  of  the  world  for  the  kingdom  of  Italy,  and  to  enable  it  to  judge 
of  Italy's  condition  and  Italy's  prospects,  has  been,  and  stiil  is,  Mr.  Gallenga. 
It  would  be  wonderful  if  any  one  could  pretend  to  be  his  rival." 

Athenaeum,  Nov.  20,  1875.—"  Mr.  Gallenga's  two  volumes  are  as  dis- 
tinctly superior  to  the  usual  newspaper  correspondent's  platitudes,  as  they 
are  free  from  the  egotistical  garrulities  with  which  tourists,  and  especially 
tourists  in  Italy,  have  made  us  familiar." 

Daily  News,  Dec.  3,  1875. — "Is  beyond  comparison  the  most  readable, 
and  at  the  same  time,  the  most  trustworthy  account  of  the  actual  condition 
and  prospects  of  a  nation  and  kingdom  which  but  yesterday  were  a  dream 
of  visionaries,  and  to-day  are  among  the  most  potent  and  practical  realities 
of  the  modern  world.  .  .  .  The  lightest  or  the  most  serious  reader  may  find 
plenty  of  attractive  matter  in  these  varied  and  suggestive  pages,  from  the 
liveliest  stories  to  the  weightiest  economic  considerations  and  statistics." 

World,  Dec.  1,  1875. — "  Were  there  to  be  a  judgment  of  Paris  among 
the  rivalries  of  modern  journalists,  the  three  competitors  would,  we  suppose, 
have  to  be  Mr.  Gallenga,  Mr.  Sala,  and  Mr.  Russell,  and  we  should  award 
the  apple  without  hesitation  to  Mr.  Gallenga.  He  is  the  best  informed,  the 
fiiost  accurate,  the  most  highly  educated,  tlie  best  linguist,  the  most  variously 

experienced  of  the  three His  is  by  far  the  most  classic  pen,  and  the 

best  measured  style.  He  has  just  published  a  couple  of  entertaining  and 
instructive  volumes." 

UNTRODDEN  SPAIN,  and  her  Black  Country. 
Being  Sketches  of  the  Life  and  Character  of  the  Spaniard  of 
the  Interior.  By  Hugh  James  Rose,  iM.A.,  of  Oriel  College, 
Oxford.  In  2  vols.,  8vo.,  price  30s.  {Second  Edition.) 
The  Times  says — "  These  volumes  form  a  very  pleasing  commentary  on 
aland  and  a  people  to  which  Englishmen  will  always  turn  with  sympathetic 
interest." 

The  Saturday  Review  says— "  His  title  of '  Untrodden  Spain'  is  no 
misnomer.  He  leads  us  into  scenes  and  among  classes  of  Spaniards  where  few- 
English  writers  have    preceded  him We  can  only  recommend  our 

readers  to  get  it  and  search  for  themselves.  Those  who  are  most  intimately 
acquainted  with  Spain  will  best  appreciate  its  varied  excellence." 

The  Spectator  says — "Ihe  author's  kindliness  is  as  conspicuous  as  his 
closeness  of  observation  and  fairness  of  judgment ;  his  sympathy  v.ith  the 
people  inspires  his  pen  as  happily  as  does  his  artistic  appreciation  of  the 
country  ;  and  both  have  combined  in  the  production  of  a  work  of  striking 
novelty  and  sterhng  value." 
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The  Standard  says — "  It  is  fresh,  life-like,  and  chatty,  and  is  written  by 
a  man  who  is  accustomed  to  look  below  the  surface  of  things." 

The  Atlienseum  says — "  We  regret  that  we  cannot  make  further  extracts, 
for  '  Untrodden  Spain  '  is  by  far  the  best  book  upon  Spanish  peasant  life 
that  we  have  ever  met  with." 

The  Litsrary  Cliurcliman  says — "Seldom  has  a  book  of  travel  come 
before  us  which  has  so  taken  our  fancy  in  reading,  and  left  behind  it,  when 
the  reading  was  over,  so  distinct  an  impression.  .  .  .  We  must  reluctantly 
close  our  review  of  these  delightful  volumes,  leaving  the  major  part  of  them 
unnoticed.  But  we  have  quoted  sufficient  to  show  our  readers  how  well  the 
author  has  used  his  opportunities." 

The  Nonconformist  says — "This  book  forms  most  interesting  reading. 
It  is  the  result  of  careful  observation,  it  communicates  many  facts,  it  is 
written  in  a  polished  yet  lively  style,  and  will  thus,  perhaps,  remain  for 
some  time  the  best  reference-book  about  rural  Spain." 

The  Field  says — "An  amount  of  really  valuable  information  respecting 
the  lower  classes  of  Spaniards,  their  daily  life  and  conversation,  and  ways  of 
looking  at  things,  such  as  few  writers  have  given  us." 

The  John  Bull  says — "  We  have  rarely  been  able  to  recommend  a  book 

more  cordially.     It  has  not  a  dull  page Deserves   to  be  a   great 

success." 

OVER  THE  BORDERS  of  CHRISTENDOM  and 

ESLAMIAH  ;  or,  Travels  in  the  Summer  of  1875  through 
Hungary,  Slavonia,  Servia,  Bosnia,  Herzegovina,  Dalmatia, 
and  Montenegro  to  the  North  of  Albania.  By  James  Creagh, 
author  of  '  A  Scamper  to  Sebastopol.'  2  vols.,  large  post  8vo. 
2i;s. 

CANTON  AND  THE  BOGUE  :  the  Narrative  of 
an  eventful  six  months  in  China.  By  Walter  William 
MUNDY.     Crown  Bvo.,  7s.  6d. 

TRAVEL  AND  SPORT  IN  BURMAH,  SIAM, 
AND  THE  MALAY  PENINSULA.     By  John  Bradley. 

Post  8vO.,   I2S. 

TO  THE  DESERT  AND  BACK  ;  or  Travels  in 
Spain,  the  Barbary  States,  Italy,  etc.,  in  1875-76.  By  ZOUCH 
H.  TURTON.  One  vol.  large  post  8vo.  12s. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition  of  Mr.  Minturn's  "  Travels  West." 

TRAVELS  WEST.  By  William  Minturn.  Large 

post  8vo.,  price  7s.  6d. 

The  Daily  News  says — "An  unpretending  volume  of  travel,  the  author 
of  which  describes  in  a  lively  vein  what  he  saw  and  heard  in  a  recent 
journey  from  New  York  to  St.  Louis,  thence  to  Salt  Lake  City  and  Cali- 
fornia, and  back  by  Omaha  and  Chicago  into  Canada." 
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Public  Opinion  says— "  A  charming  book,  full  of  anecdotes  of  Western 
American  travel,  and  in  which,  the  author,  who  travelled  from  New  York 
across  the  whole  American  Western  desert,  gives  his  experience  of  a  country 
almost  unknown  to  European  colonists.  We  wish  we  could  transcribe 
some  of  the  very  clear  descriptions  of  scenery,  life,  and  manners  in  which 
this  book  abounds." 

The  Queen  says — "Mr.  Minturn  wTites  easily  and  pleasantly,  and  gives 

us  vivid  pictures  of  the  marvellous  scenery The  whole  tone  of  Mr. 

Minturn's  book  is  pleasant  to  the  English  reader.  .  .  in  a  word,  good  sense 
and  culture  contribute  to  make  the  volume  well  worth  the  attention  of  those 
who  are  interested  in  travel  on  the  American  Continent." 

Vanity  Fair  says — "  Some  of  our  ablest  authors  have  failed  in  the  endea- 
vour to  depict  American  life  and  society.  The  author  of  the  present  work, 
however,  is  an  American  by  birth  who  has  spent  most  of  his  life  in  Europe, 
and  he  describes  his  return  to  America  and  his  lour  through  the  States  in  a 

very  interesting  volume Altogether  the  work  is  well-written  and 

interesting." 

The  Literary  World  says — "A  trip  across  America  is  a  grand  thing  for 
the  tourist,  English  or  American,  in  the  course  of  his  career.  Anyone 
contemplating  such  a  journey  should  have  a  look  at  Mr.  Minturn's  book." 

AMONG  THE   CARLISTS.    By  John   Furley, 

author  of  "Struggles  and  Experiences  of  a  Neutral  Volunteer." 
Crown  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

HOW  I  SPENT  MY  TWO  YEARS'  LEAVE ;  or. 

My  Innpressions  of  the  Mother  Country,  the  Continent  of 
Europe,  the  United  States  of  America,  and  Canada.  By  an 
Indian  Officer.     In  one  vol.,  8vo.     Price  12s. 

SYRIA  AND  EGYPT  UNDER  THE  LAST  FIVE 

SULTANS  OF  TURKEY;  being  the  Experiences  during 
fifty  years  of  Mr.  Consul-General  Barker,  with  explanatory 
remarks  to  the  present  day,  by  his  son,  Edward  B.  B.  Bar- 
ker, H.B.M.  Consul.    In  2  vols.  8vo. 

ROBA  D'lTALIA  ;  or,  Italian  Lights  and  Shadows  : 
a  record  of  Travel.  By  Charles  W.  Heckethorn.  In  2 
vols.,  8vo.,  price  30s. 

MALTA  SIXTY  YEARS  AGO.     With   a   Concise 

History  of  the  Order  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem,  the  Crusades, 
and  Knights  Templars.  By  Col.  Claudius  Shaw.  Hand- 
somely bound  in  cloth,  los.  6d.,  gilt  edges,  12s. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

^SLAM  ;   its  Origin,  Genius,  and   Mission.     By 
John  Joseph  Lake,  author  of   "  Notes  and  Essays 
on  the  Christian  Religion."     Crown  8vo.,  price  5s. 
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ANOTHER  WORLD  ;  or,  Fragments  from  the  Star 

City  of  Montalluyah.  By  Hermes.  Third  Edition,  revised, 
with  additions.     Post  8vo.,  price  12s. 

DICKENS'S  LONDON:  or,  London  in  the  Works 
of  Charles  Dickens.  By  T.  Edgar  Pemberton,  author  of 
''  Under  Pressure."     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

EPITAPHIANA  ;  or,  the  Curiosities  of  Churchyard 
Literature  :  being  a  Miscellaneous  Collectionof  Epitaphs,  with 
an  Introduction.  By  W.  Fairley.  Crown  8vo.,  cloth, 
price  5s.     Post  free. 

"  Entertaining." — Pa/l  Mall  Gazette. 

"  A  capital  collection." — Court  Circular. 

".A  very  readable  volume." — Daily  Review. 

"A  most  interesting  book." — Leeds  Mercury. 

"  Interesting  and  amusing." — Nonco7iforviist. 

"  Particularly  entertaining." — Public  Opiftio?i. 

"  A  curious  and  entertaining  volume." — Oxford  Chronicle. 

"  A  very  intercbting  collection." — Civil  Service  Gazette. 

ETYMONIA.     In  i  vol.,  crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

FACT   AGAINST    FICTION.      The    Habits  and 

Treatment  of  Animals  Practically  Considered.     Hydrophobia 
and  Distemper.     With  some  remarks  on    Darwin.     By  the 
Hon.  Grantley  F.  Berkeley.     2  vols.  Svo.,  30s. 
MOVING  EARS.     By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Weak- 
HEAD,  Rector  of  Newtown,  Kent,     i  vol.,  crown  Svo.,  5s. 

NOTES  AND  ESSAYS  ON  THE  CHRISTIAN 

RELIGION  :  Its  Philosophical  Principles  and  its  Enemies. 
By  John  Joseph  Lake.     Crown  Svo.,  price  7s.  6d. 

OUR  INDIAN  EMPIRE  :  the  History  of  the  Won- 
derful Rise  of  British  Supremacy  in  Hindustan.  By  the  Rev. 
Samuel  Norwood,  B.A.,  Head  Master  of  the  Grammar 
School,  Whalley.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

SOCIAL    ARCHITECTURE;     or,    Reasons    and 

Means  for  the  Demolition  and  Reconstruction  of  the  Social 
Edifice.     By  An  Exile  from  France.     Demy  Svo.,  i6s. 

THERESE    HENNES,    AND    HER    MUSICAL 

EDUCATION:  a  Biographical  Sketch.  By  her  Father. 
Translated  from  the  German  MS.  by  H.  Mannheimer. 
Crown  Svo.,  5s. 

THE  PHYSIOLOGY   OF   THE  SECTS.     Crown 

Svo.,  price  5s. 

THE  RISE  AND  DECAY  OF  THE  RULE  OF 

ISLAM.     By  Archibald  J.  Dunn.     Large  post  Svo.,  12s. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand. 
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POETRY,   &c. 

RVELOX  :  a  Poem.     By  W.  J.  Dawson.     Fcp. 
Svo.,  43.  6d. 

DEATH  OF  ^GEUS,  The,  and  other  Poems. 
By  W.  H.  A.  Emra.     Fcp.  8vo.,  55. 

EMPEROR   AND    THE    GALILEAN,    The:   a 

Drama  in  two  parts.  Translated  from  the  Norwegian  of 
Henrik  Ibsen,  by  Catherine  Ray.  In  i  vol.,  crown  Svo., 
7s.  6d. 

FAR^I,  The  :  Incidents  and  Occurrences  thereat. 
By  D.  W.  Slann.  With  Songs  and  Music.  Crown  8vo., 
price  6s. 

FAREWELL  TO  LIFE  ;  or  Lyrical  Reminiscence.*^ 
of  British  Peers  in  Art.  With  a  Biographical  Sketch  of  the 
late  Patrick  Nasmyth.  By  Richard  Laxgley.  Dedicated 
to  Sir  Francis  Grant,  President  of  the  Royal  Academy.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  price  3s.  6d. 

GRANADA,    AND    OTHER    POEMS.      By   M. 

Sabiston.     Fcp.  Svo.,  4s. 

HELEN,  and  other  Poems.  By  Hubert  CURTIS. 
Fcp.  Svo.,  3s.  6d. 

KENWITH,  and  other  Poems.  By  Eliza  Down. 
Fcp.  Svo.,  25.  6d. 

MARY  DESMOND,  AND  OTHER  POEMS. 
By  Nicholas  J.  Gannon.  Fcp.  Svo.,  4s.,  cloth.  Second 
Edition. 

MISPLACED  LOVE.  A  Tale  of  Love,  Sin,  Sorrow, 
and  Remorse,     i  vol.,  crown  Svo.,  5s. 

POEMS  AND  SONNETS.  By  H.  Greenhough 
Smith,  B.A.     Fcp.  Svo.,  3s.  6d. 

REGENT,  The  :  a  Play  in  Five  Acts  and  Epilogue. 
By  J.  M.  Chanson.     Crown  Svo.,  5s. 

RITUALIST'S   PROGRESS,    The;    or,  a  Sketch 

of  the  Reforms  and  Ministrations  of  the  Rev.  Septimus  Alban, 
Member  of  the  E.C.U.,  Vicar  of  S.  Alicia,  Sloperton.  By 
A  B  WiLDERED  Parishioner.     Fcp.  Svo.,  2s.  6d.,  cloth. 

SOUL  SPEAKS,  The,  and  other  Poems.  By 
Francis  H.  Hemery.     In  wrapper,  is. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand. 
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SUMMER  SHADE  AND  V/INTER  SUNSHINE : 
Poems.  By  Rosa  Mackenzie  Kettle,  author  of  "The 
Mistress  of  Langdale  Hall."     New  Edition.     2s.  6d.,  cloth. 

THROUGH  DEATH  TO  LIFE.  Sonnets.  By 
George  Barlow.    Crown  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

WITCH  OF  NEMI,  The,  and  other  Poems.  By 
Edward  Brennan.     Crown  8vo.,  los.  6d. 

PAMPHLETS,  &c. 

LFRED    THE    GREAT:  an  Opera  in  Four 
Acts.     By  Isaac  Hearnden.     Irt  wrapper,  price  is. 

ALPERTON  GHOST,  The:  a  Story.  By  Miss 
F.  H.  Waldy.     Price  6d.,  post  free. 

ANOTHER  ROW   AT  DAME  EUROPA'S 

SCHOOL.     Showing  how  John's  Cook  made  an  Irish  Stew, 
and  what  came  of  it.     6d.,  sewed. 

-ANY  WOMAN  WILL   DO  FOR   A   MAN:"   a 

Warning  to  those  about  to  Marry.     In  wrapper,  6d.,  post  free. 
(Now  ready,  New  Edition,  price  3d.) 

BALAK  AND  BALAAM  IN  EUROPEAN  COS- 
TUME. By  the  Rev.  James  Kean,  M.A.,  Assistant  to  the 
Incumbent  of  Markinch,  Fife.     6d.,  sewed. 

BATTLE  OF  THE  TITLE,  The:  showing  how 
Will  Happirok  and  Tommy  Hyghe  tried  to  get  into  office  and 
failed.     In  wrapper,  is.,  post  free. 

CONFESSIONS   OF   A   WEST-END  USURER. 

In  illustrated  cover,  price  is.,  post  free. 

DIFFICULTIES    OF  POLITICAL  ECONOMY. 

By  a  Young  Beginner.     Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

ETERNAL  PUNISHMENT.  The  Doctrine  of  the 
Everlasting  Torment  of  the  Wicked  shown  to  be  Un scriptural. 
In  wrapper,  is.,  post  free. 

FALL  OF  MAN,  The  :  an  Answer  to  Mr.  Darwin's 
"  Descent  of  Man  ;  "  being  a  Complete  Refutation,  by  common- 
sense  arguments,  of  the  Theory  of  Natural  Selection,  is.,  sewed. 

GOLDEN  PATH,   The  :   a  Poem.     By  Isabella 

Stuart.     6d.,  sewed. 
GREAT  FIGHT,  The,  BETWEEN  THE  BEAR 

AND  THE  TURKEY.      Its  Origin  and  Probable  Results. 

By  a  Young  Lion.     In  wrapper,  price  6d.,  post  free. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand. 
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HOW    THE     FIRE    WAS     KINDLED,     AND 

HOW  THE  WATER  BOILED  ;  or,  Lessons  in  Agitation. 
In  wrapper,  is. 

IRISH  COLLAPSE,  The  ;  or,  Three  Months  of 
Home  Rule  :  Vision  of  Confusion.  Dedicated  to  the  Right 
Hon.  the  Earl  of  Beaconsfield.  By  the  Member  for  Donny- 
BROOK.     In  wrapper,  is.,  post  frep. 

LETTER  TO  THE  OUEEN,  A,  ON  HER 
RETIREMENT  FROM  PUBLIC  LIFE.  By  One  of  Her 
Majesty's  most  Loyal  Subjects.  In  wrapper,  price  is.,  post 
free. 

MISTRESSES  AND  MAIDS.  By  Hubert 
Curtis,  author  of  "  Helen,''  &c.     Price  id. 

NEW      ZEALANDER,      The,     ON     LONDON 

BRIDGE  ;  or,  Moral  Ruins  of  the  Modern  Babylon.     By  a 
M.L.C.     In  wrapper,  price  is. 

OLD  TABLE,  The  :  a  Story  for  the  Young.  In 
wrapper,  is.,  post  free. 

ON  THE  MISMANAGEMENT  OF  THE  PUBLIC 

RECORD    OFFICE.     By  J.    Pym  Yeatmax,  Barrister-at- 
Law.     In  wrapper,  price  is. 

OLD  CHURCH  KEY,  The.     By  the  Rev.  W.  H. 

A.  Emra.    In  wrapper,  price  6d.,  post  free. 

PUZZLES  FOR  LEISURE  HOURS,  Original 
and  Selected.  Edited  by  Thomas  Owen.  In  ornamental 
wrapper,  price  is.,  post  free. 

REAL  AND  THE  IDEAL,  The,  THE  BEAUTI- 
FUL AND  THE  TRUE  ;  or.  Art  in  the  Nineteenth 
Century  ;  a  Plain  Treatise  for  Plain  People,  containing  a  new 
and  startling  Revelation  for  the  Pre-Raphaeiites.  By  a  RUSTIC 
RUSKIX.      2S.  6d. 

REDBREAST  OF  CANTERBURY  CATHE- 
DRAL, The  :  Lines  from  the  Latin  of  Peter  du  Moulin, 
sometime  a  Prebendary  of  Canterbury.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  F.  B.  Wells,  M.A.,  Rector  of  Woodchurch.  Handsomely 
bound,  price  is. 

SKETCHES  IN  CORNWALL.    By  M.  F.  Bragge. 

In  Wrapper,  price  is. 
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TALE  OF  AN  OLD  HOUSE  (The).     By  S.  H.  W. 

In  wrapper,  is. 

TICHBORNE   AND    ORTON    AUTOGRAPHS 

The  ;  comprising-  Autoc^raph  Letters  of  Rocrer  Tichborne 
Arthur  Orton  (to  Mary  Ann  Loder),  and  the  Defendant  (early, 
letters  to  Lady  Tichborne,  &c.),  in  facsimile. .  In  wrapper, 
price  6d. 

TWELVE  NATIONAL  BALLADS  (First  Series) 
Dedicated  to  Liberals  of  all  classes.  By  Philhelot,  of 
Cambridg-e.     In  ornamental  cover,  price  6d.,  post  free. 

TRUE  FLEMISH  STORY,  A.  By  the  author  of 
"The  Eve  of  St.  Nicholas."     In  wrapper,  is. 

USE  AND  ABUSE  OF  IRRATIONAL  ANI- 
MALS, The  ;  with  some  Remarks  on  the  Essential  Moral 
Difference  between  Genuine  "Sport"  and  the  Horrors  of 
Vivisection.     In  wrapper,  price  is.,  post  free. 

BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

iTOlDVENTURES    OF   TOM    HANSON,   The; 

|t^^s|  Or,  Brave  Endeavours  Achieve  Success  ;  a  Story  for 
Boys.  By  Firth  Garside,  M.A.  5s.  Illustrated.  Hand- 
somely bound. 

HARRY'S  BIG  BOOTS  :  a  Fairy  Tale,  for  "  Smalle 
Folke."  By  S.  E.  Gay.  With  8  Full-page  Illustrations  and 
a  Vignette  by  the  author,  drawn  on  wood  by  PercivaL 
Skelton.  Crown  8vo.,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  price  5s. 
"  Some  capital  fun  will  be  found  in  '  Harry's  Big  Boots.'  .  .  The  illustra 

tions  are  excellent   and  so  is  the  story." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

ROSIE  AND  HUGH;  a  Tale  for  Boys  and  Girls. 
Bv  Helen  C.  Nash,     i  vol..  crown  Bvo.  6s. 

"In  '  Rosie  and  Hus^h'  we  have  all  the  elements  of  fiction  presented  in 
the  best  possible  form  to  attract  boys  and  girls.  Wholesome,  pure,  lively, 
with  here  and  there  a  dnsh  of  humour,  the  book  is  certain  to  be  a  favourite 

with  both  parents  and  children A  cheerful,  clever  work." — Morning 

Post. 

SEED-TIME    AND    REAPING.     A  Tale  for  the 

Young     By  Helen  Paterson.     Crown  Bvo.  5s. 

FLORENCE  OR  LOYAL  QUAND  MEME,     By 

Frances  Armstrong.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.,  post  free. 

MILES  :  a  Town  Story.  By  the  author  of  "  Fan." 
Crown  8vo.,  3<=;.  6d. 
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Scotsman. 

"A  Novel  of  exceptional  merit  and  charm Such 

is  the  theme  which  ^liss  Armitt  developes  wiih  much  grace 
and  tenderness  of  style,  and  with  a  finish  and  delicacy  in 
the  treatment  of  detail  that  are  very  enjoyable.  The 
book  is  one  to  read  slowly,  and  think  over,  and  of  which 
many  readers  will  long  retain  a  tender  recollection." 

Standard. 

"  A  very  good  story." 

Sunday     Times. 

** As  regards  both  construction  and  conception,   'The 

Garden  at  Monkholme,'  is  a  delightful  novel   There 

is  a  quaint  and  indescribable  charm  about  the  book,  which 

makes  the  reader  loth  to  quit  the  scenes  it  pictures 

The  book  does  not  fail  to  be  absorbing  in  interest.  The 
one  great  scene  to  which  the  whole  action  leads  up  is 
intensely  dramatic,  and  the  reader  is  surprised  to  find  how 
strongly  his  feelings  have  been  excited  by  the  fictitious 
characters  whose  fortunes  he  has  been  following." 

Spectator. 

"  The  four  children  in  the  garden  are  very  distinct, 
picturesque  little  personages,  whom  it  is  pleasant  to  read 
about.  Violet,  the  heroine,  as  she  grows  to  womanhood, 
is  made  to  develope  with  a  consistency  which  novelists  do 
not  always  contrive  to  maintain.  Re'dfern  Hilborough  is 
also  skilfully  presented." 

Graphic. 

"This  is  an  original  and  ver}'  thoughtful  and  clever 
story  which  it  is  a  genuine  pleasure  to  read." 

Public    Opinion. 

"  One  cannot  read  two  pages  of  this  Novel  without 
perceiving  those  welcome  characteristics  which  betoken 
the  presence  in  it  of  spirit  and  originality." 

Salford    Weekly    News. 

••\Ve  advise  those  who  love  the  manners  of  an  English 

lady  truthfully  delineated,  to  turn  to  this  book Our 

interest  is  kept  up  throughout." 

John     Bull. 

"  There  is  a  good  deal  in  it  which  is  clever  and 
attractive." 

Manchester    City    News. 
"  A  work  of  strking  merit." 

City    Jackdaw. 

•*  A  charming  Novel." 


